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ABDELAZER; 


OR, THE N 


Moor's Revenge. 


PROLOGUE. 


a © | Allants, you have fo long been abſent hence, 

1 e you have almoſt cool'd your Diligence; * 
Ef A For while we ſtudy or revive a Play, . 

E 2 You, like good Husbands, in the Country flay; 


—  frugally wear out your Summer Suit, 5 


And in Frize Ferkin after Beagles toot; 
Or, in Montero-Caps, at Feldfares ſhoot. 
Nay, ſome ars,ſo obdurate in their Sin, 

by That they ſwear never to come up again, 
But all their Charge of Clothes 2 Treat retrench, 
To Gloves and _—_ for ſome Country Wench : 
Even they, who in the Summer had Miſhaps 


Send up to Town for Phyſick for their Claps. . 
A2 The 


4 PROLOGUE. 
" The Ladies too are as reſolv'd as they, | 
And having Debts unknown to them, they ay, 
And with the Gain of Cheeſe and Pouliry pay. 
Even in their Viſits, they om Banquets fal, 
To entertain with Nuts and Bottle-Ale 3 © sf 
And in Diſcourſe with Secreſy report Ar 
State - Nes, that paſt a Twelve -· month ſince at Court. 
Thoſe F them who are moſt reſin d, and gay, | 
Now learn the Songs of the laſt Summer's Plays © 
While the young Daughter does in private mourn, 
Her Love's in Town, and hopes not to return. 
Theſe Country Grievances too great aper: 
Fut cruel Ladies, we have greater here 
Tou come not ſharp, as you are wont, te Plays; 
But only on the firſt and ſecond Days: 
This made our Poet, in her Viſits, look 
What new ſtrange Courſes, for your time you took, 
And to her great Regret ſhe found too ſoon, © 
Damn'd Beaſts and Ombre ſpent the Afternoon ; 
So that we cannot hope to ſee you here 
Before the little Net- wor Purſe be clear, 15 
Suppoſe you ſhould have Luck= | 
Yet ſit ting up ſo late,-as I am gold, 
Yowll Wk in Beauty what you win in Gold: 
And what each Lady of another ſays, 
Mill make you new Lampoons, and us new Plays, 


on 


— 


Dramatis 


' 1 * 


 Dramatis — 


— „ es r * 


A M E N. I. = 


Ferdinand, a young King of Spain, * 5 
love * Nells | Mr, Har in. 


Philip, his Brother 5970 0 " Mr, Smith, 
Abdelazer, the Moor, "-_. Betlerign,. 
* * Cardinal, i in Iove with 2 Nr. Aiedbur 3 
Alonzo, a young Nobleman of hows Me. Ci adio hs 
cContracted to Zeonork, OE 

Roderigo, a Creature to the Moor, Mr. Norris. 
cm — Two Officers of Philips. bs John Le 
Oſmin, 2 Moors, and Officers io Ab. & Mr. Percivall. 
Zarracł, delax:r, er. Richards. 


Officers, Pages, and n N 


1 
= 


-W OMEN, 
Vabella, Queen of 5 ain, Mother to — 
Ferdinand and Philt t, in loye with g Mrs. Lee. 
3 * 
Leonora, her Daughter "Siſter to Ferdi- 
zand, and Philip, wo! | it Mrs, Barrey. 
Florella, Wife to Ab laxer, and Siſter { 
5 * 70, 1 I Mrs, BeMerton. 


Elvira, Woman to the Queeo, 23 Mrs. Ogborbe.- 
- Other Women, Attendants, 


* 


8 0 E N E Spain, and in the Cabip: . 
LE 4c 


ACTI SCENE I. 
| A rich Chamber. 


A Table with Lights, Abdelazer ſullenly leaning his Head 
on his Hands : afier a little while, ſtill Mufick plays. 


SONG. 


or in fantaftick Triumph ſat, * 
— Whilſt bleeding Hearts around him flow'd, 

For whom freſh Pains he did create, 
Ad firange Tyrannick Pow'r he ſhew'd ; 

From thy bright Eyes he took his Fires, 
Which round about in ſport he hurbd; 

But *twas from mine he took Deſires, + 9 
Enough t undo the amorous World. 


From me be took his Sighs and Tears, 
From thee his Pride and Cruelty ; 
From me his Languiſhments and Fears, 
And ev ry killing Dart from thee : 
Thus thou, and I, the God have arm'd, 


e 


And ſet him up a Deity ; B 
But my poor Heart alone is harm'd, A 
Whilft thine the Victor ir, and free. 

[ After which he rouzes, and gazes, 1 
d. On me this Muſick loſtꝰ this Sound on me D 
That hates all Softneſs ? What, ho, my Slaves! 

Enter Oſmin, Zarrack. Gl 


O/m, My gracious Lord— [ Enter Qeeen, Elvira. Ar 

Qu. My deareſt Abdelaxæ er | 

Abd. Oh, are you there? — Ye Dogs, how came Th 
ſhe in ? | 
Did I not charge you on your Lives to watch, Ma 
That none diſturb my Privacy ? On. 


The Moor's Revenge. 7 
S. My gentle Abdelazer, tis thy Queen, 
Who has laid aſide the Buſineſs of her State, 
To wanton in the kinder Joys of Love 
Play all your ſweeteſt Notes, fuch as inſpire 
The active Soul with new and ſoft Deſire, Y 
— [To the Muſick, they play ſaftiy. 
W hilſt we from Eyes thus dying, fan the Fire. 
[he ſits down by him. 
Abd. Ceaſe that ungrateful Noiſe. [ Muſick ceaſes... 
Qu. Can onght that I command diſpleaſe my Moor ? 
Abd. Away, fond Woman, LE 
Qs. Nay, prithee be more kind. Tr 
Abd. Nay, pritbee good Queen, leave me—I am dull, 
unfit for Dalliance now. | IR 
, 2%, Why doſt thou frown ?—t0 whom was that Curſe- 
ent? | 25 | 
Nu. To me ?——it cannot be to me, ſweet 
Moor? a | 5 | 
No, no, it cannot. prithee ſmile upon me. 
Smile, whilſt a thouſand Cupids fhall deſcend | 
And call thee Fove, and wait upon thy Smiles, 
Deck thy fmooth Brow with Flowers; 
Whilſt in my Eyes, needing no other Glaſs, 
Thou ſhalt behold and wonder at thy Beauty. | 
Abd. Away, away, be gOntmn—n—_ 1 4 
Nu, Where haſt thou learnt this Lo that can ſay 
But thoſe rude Words—Away, away, be gone? 
Am I grown ugly now? E 
Abd. Ugly as Hell.. . | | * 5 
. Didft thou not love me once, and fwore chat 


Heav'n 


Dwelt in my Face and Eyes? 
Abd. Thy Face and Eyes — Baud, fetch me here a 
Glaſs, [To Elvira. 


And thou ſhalt ſee the Balls of both thoſe Eyes 
Burning with Fire of Luſt; | 
That Blood that dances in thy Cheeks ſo hot, 
That have not I to cool it By F 
Made an Extraction even of my ou. 

A 4. | Decay 


8 ABDELAZER”; or 


Decay'd my Youth, only to feed thy "> 1 
And wou'dft thou ſtill purſue me to my Grave ? 
Qs. All this to me, my Abdelazem 
Abd, I cannot ride 0 the Caſtilian c 
But thouſand Eyes throw killing Looks at me, 
And cry That's he that does abuſe our King 
There goes the Minion of the Spaniſh Queen, ; 
Who, « on the lazy Pleaſures of his Love, 
Spends the Revenues of the King of Spain — 
This many-headed Beaſt your Luſt has amd. 
S. How dare you, Sir, upbraid me with my Love I 
Abd. I will not anſwer. thee. nor hear thee ſpeak. 
Qu. Not hear me ſpeak es, and in Thunder * 
Since all my Pſion,” all my loft Intreaties 
Can af ood upo n thee, ; h 
TH-Tee'(i 10 e cc haſt badtfh's all thy Love, 
That Love, to which I've ſacrific d my Honour) 
If thou haſt any Senſe of Graticude, , 
For all ibe mighty Gfaces I baye done tbee. 
Abd. Do ;—and in thy Story too, do not leave out 
How dear theſe mig ghiy Graces I have purchas d; 
My blooming Youth, my bealtbſyl vigorous Youth, 
Which Nature gave me for more noble Actions 
Than to lie fawning at a Woman's Feet, 
And paſs my Hours in Idleneſs and Love 
If 1 cou'd bluſh, I ſhow'd thro all this Cloud 
Send. forth my Senſe of Shame into my. e 1 
Qu: Ingrate! re | 
Haye 1 for this abu&d the beſt of Men, 
My noble Husband ? 
Depriving him of all the Joys of Love, 
To bring them all intirely tothy Bed; 2. 
Neglected all my Vows, and ſworn em here new, 
Here, on thy Lips ä 
Exhauſted Treaſures that wou'd purchaſe Crowns, 
To bay thy Smiles to buy a gente Lookz | _ 
And . thou didſt repay me 


Oh Abdelazer, more than this I've — 1 
This very Hour, the faſt the Ring can live, 1 
Urg'd by tby Witch-craft, 1 his Life hetray's d; | 4 
9 5 is it thus my Bokiities ale repaid : ? What. 


bleſt the Glver? 1 


2 Ss 


bod hood 2 > „ 


FT, 
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Whate'er a Crime ſo great deſerves from Heay n, 
By Abdelaxer might have been forgiven : bee. . 
But 1 will be reveng'd by Patience, 
And &er the Kirg dies, own my black Offence 
And yet that's not enough Au. [Parſe 
Cry murder, murder, help, bel 
[She and her Women cry aloud, he is ſurpriz'd, 
he Nueen falls, he draws a Dagger at Elvira. 
Elv. Help, murder, murder 
Abd. Hell, what $ this? peace Baud e 
They'll raiſe the Court upon me, and then I'm loft 
My Queen—my Goddeſs —Oh raiſe your lovely Eyes, 
have diſſembſed Coldneſs all this while; = 
/\nd that Deceit was but to try thy Faith, a 
{ Takes her up, ſets her in a Chair, then kneels. 
Look up—by Heay'n *twas. Jealouſy | 
Pardon your Slave—pardon your poor Adorer. 
2%. Thou didſt upbraid me with my ſhameful aſl ion. 
Abd. Ill tear my Tongue out for its Profanaion. - 
Qu. And when I woo'd thee but to ſmile upon me, 
Thou cry'ſt Away, I'm dull, unfit ſor: Dalliance. 
Abd. Call back the frighted Blood into thy 8 i 
And l' obey the Dictates "of my Love, | | 
And ſmile, and kiſs, and Free for ever her— 
Enter Oſmin haſtily. 
How now hy dar'ſt thou ſo ? 
Oſm. My Lord — the King is dead. 
Abd. The King dead e then to — 
| ; [4 ide, 
[One knocks, 


. 
* 


* 74 


A 


What means this Rudeneſs 9. | 
Enter Zarrack. 
Zar. My Lord—the Cardinal inquiring for the Queen, 
The Court is in. an uproar, none ean find her, 

: 4 Not find the Queen !, and wou'd you ſearch her 

ere? 
Au. What ſhall 1 do? 1 wk not here be found. 
Abd. Oh, do not fear—no Cardinal enters here; 
No King—no God, hat means to be ſecure—— * 
Slaves guard ihe Doors, and ſuffer none to enter, 

4, K | Whilſt 


* N * 


— ——— —— — 
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8 


7 


Y 


You how there is a Yau deep under GAL. | 8 
Into the which the buſy Sun ne' er enter'd, 


But all is dark, as are the Shades of Hell, 


Thro which in dead of Night 1 oft have paſs'd, 
Guided by Love, to your Apariment, Madam 
They knock agen —thither, my lovely M ſtreſs, [Knocks, 
Suffer your ſelf to be conducted 
Oſmin, attend the Queen deſcend in haſte, 8 
2  [2:een, Oſm. and Elv. deſtend rhe Vault, 
My Lodgings are beſet. 

Far. I cannot guard the Lodgings longer 
Don Ordonio, Sir, to ſeek the Queen 

Atd, How dare they ſeek her here? 

Zar, My Lord, the Kiny has ſwooned twice, 
And being recover'd, calls for her Majeſty, 

Abd. The King not dead! go Zarrack, and aloud 


Tell Don Ordonio and the Cardmal, 


He that dares enter here to ſeek the Queen, | 
1 | [Puts bis Hand to his Swor?, 
Had better ſnatch the She from the fierce fide | 
Of a young amorous Lion, and were ſa fer. 
Again, more knocking :=— — 
: Zar. My gracious Lord, it is your Brother, Don 4. 
. 
Avd, J will not have him enter I am diſorder'd. 


——_—_—— 


Sar. My Lord, ds now too late. 


5 Enter Alonzo, 

Alon. Saw you not the Queen, my Lord? 
Abd. My Lord. 3 . 
Alon. Was not the Queen here with you? 
Abd, The Queen with me! 


| Becauſe, Sir, I am married to your Siſter, 
Tou, like your Sifter, muſt be jealous too: 


The Queen with me! with me! a Moor! a Devil! 
A Slave of Barbary ! for ſo | 
Your gay young Courtiers chriſten me But Don, 
Altho my Skin be black, within my Veins 


- Runs Blood as red, and royal as the beſt ————— 
My Father, Greai'Abdela, with his Life 


Loſt 


a 2 4 


ts 


oſt 


The Moor's Revenge. ct 
Loft too his Crown; both moſt unjuſtly raviſh'd 


By Tyaant Philip, your old King I mean. 
How many Woubds his valiant Breaſt receiv'd, 
Eer he would yield to part with Life and Empire: 


Methinks I ſee him cover'd o'er wick Blood, 


Fainting amidſt choſe numbers he bad conquer d. 

J was but young, yet old enough to grieve, 

Tho not revenge, or to defy my Fetrers :. 

For then began my Slavery; and e'er ſince 

Have ſeen that Diadem by this Tyrant worn, 0 
Which crown'd the ſacred Temples of my father, 

And ſhou'd adorn mine now—fhou'd! nay, and 
Go tell him what I ay— "twill be but Death 
Go, Sir,. the Queen's not here. 

Alon. Do not miſtake me, Sir, or if 1 word, 
Ive no old King to tell the King i is dead | 
And 1 5 anſwer'd, Sir, to what I came for, 

Abd. Now afl that's brave and villain dene my — 
Reform _—_— that is not ill, | 
And make it fit for Vengeance, nob e Vengeance. 

Oh glorious Word ! fit only for the Gods, XA 

For which they form'd their Thunder, | 4 

Till Man uſurp'd their Power, and by Revenge 

— Deſtiny as well as they; and took their — 

killi 

And how, almighty Love, 

Dance in a thouſand torms about my n N 

That this ſame Queen, ; this eaſy Spaniſh Dame, | 

May be bewiteb'd, and dote upon me ſtill; 

Whilſt 1 make uſe of the inſatiate Flame | 

To ſet all Spain on fire. 

Miſchief, erett thy Throne, . 1 tr 

And fit on high; here, here upon my Headz. 

Let Fools fear Fate, ibus I my Stars defy 3 + 1 1 

The influence of this —muſt raiſe my Glory higb. 
{Pointing to his S ⁰“ . | Exits 


| 


=Y 


SCENE 


| 112 


W bo've loſt at once a King and Father do? ls tal] 


| 4 EL + 2 R 1 or, 
TT * Nin 1106 nö U: 287 191 5 
8 C'E N E II. 
1 231 2711 Wn Ie ali! f 4 


Kess ett ing, Orqonio ** 3 Crown, 
followed: by (Nonzo, leading Leonora weeping; Flo- 
rella, Roderigo, Mendozo, met by the Queen we#p- 
ing; Elvira and Women. _ 

Qu. What dolefuk Cry was that, which like the Voice 
Of angry Heav'nftnick thro my trembling Soul? f 
Nothing bur horrid Shricks, noching but! Death; 
Whilſt 3. de wing my Kneesſ to the cold Earth, 


Drowning my Cheeks pal Fears; |» 1 bo 1 


Sending up Prayers in Sighe, 1 :implore from Heaven 2 

Health for the Royal Majeſty of Spain | 

All cry'd, tbe Majeſty of Spain is dead. | 

Whilt the fad Sound flew. through the ecchoing Air, * 

And reach'd my frighted Son Infbrm my Fears, | 

O my Fernando, oh my gentle Son- Uns. 
Kine. Madam, read here the truth, if looks can ſhew 

That which I cannot ſpeak, and you wou'd know 7 

The common Fate in ev Face appear; 

A King's great loſs the publick Grief declaras, 


But *tis a Father's Death that claims my "pra 


n Ro, leads in the os GOP 
0 Tann. Ah, Sir! 

Tf you thus grieve. 9 afrend bs 3 y'ave loſt, 
To all the Greatneſs that a King can boaſt; 

What Tributes from my Eyes and Heart are due, 


King. My Leonura cannot think my Grief” 
Can from thoſe empty Glories find relief; 
Nature within my Soul has-equal are.. 
And that and Love ſurmount my Gloty\rhere. 5 
Had Heay*n cantinu d Royal PHip's Life, 10 boA 
And giv'n me bright ile for oy Wife, 4 


7 qe? 1 0 oa OY fn | if Berws 70 Hlorella | 


To Crown and Scepters 1 1 5505 no claim, 
But ow'd my Bleſſings only to my Flame. 


But Heav'n well knew in giving thee away, [To Flor. 


ny no bus neſs for another Joy, Weeds. 
E NN The 


— 2 —2 2 


— 0 


) 


. 


_ Men 


The Moor's Revenge. 13 
The King, Ae, with his dyiog Breath, 
{| Lur ns $0 Alon and Leor. 
To you my Teer Siſter did bequeath; , 
And 1 his Generoſity approve, ,_ | / 
And think you worthy. Leonora's Love. "of 
Enter Card. and Queen weeping. 
Alon. Too gloriouſly my Services are paid, 
In the poſſeſſion of this Royal Maid, 


5 


- To whom my guy Heart durſt ne'er aſpire, 


But rather choſe to languiſh in its Fire, 
Enter Philip in 4 Rage, Antonio and Sebaſtian, _ 
Phil. 1 know he is not dead; what envious Powers 


Durſt ſnaich him hence? he was all great and good, 


As fit io be ador'd as they above. 


Where is the Body of my Royal Father? 


That Body which inſpir'd by's ſacred Soul, 
Aw'd all the Uriverſe with ev'ry Frown, 
And taught Sem all Obedience with his Smiles. 
Wiy ſtand you thus diſtracted Mother Brother 
My Lords Prince Cardinal 13 
Has Sorrow ſtruck you dumb ? . 
Is this my We'come from the Toils of War? e 
When in bis Boſom I ſhou'd find repoſe, 
To meet it cold aud pale Oh guide me to him, 
And with my Sighs ! K breathe new Life imto't, 
King, There's all that's left of Rog a), Philip now, 
[ Phil. goes aut, 
Pay all thy gorrow there——whi' mine alone 
Are ſwoln too high admit of Lookets on. 
165704: 201 Ex. Kang weeping. 
Philip returns weeping. 
Phil. His Soul is fled to all Eterniix; 
And yet methought it did inform bis Body, | 
That I, his darling Philip, was arriv'd 
With Conqueſt on my Sword; and even in Death 
Sent me his Joy in Smiles. 6 4 | 
Qu. It Souls can after Death hon any Senſe, \ 
Of human :h.ngs, his will be proud to know 
That. 1 a Ce. 


| Enter | 


24 ABDELAZER ; or, 
Enter Abdelazer. 
But. 40 not drown thy Laurels thus in Tears, 
Such Tributes leave to us, thou art a Soldier. 
Phil. Gods! this ſhou'd be my Mother 
Men. It is, great Sir, the Queen, 
Phil. Oh ſhe's'too fou for one or bother Title; 
Nu, How, Sir, do you not know me? 
Phil. When you were juſt, 1 did, 
And with a Reverence, ſuch as we pay Heavy" n, 
I paid my awſul Duty; 
But as you have abus's my Royal Father, 
For ſuch a Sin the baſeſt of your Slaves 
Wou'd bluſh 10 call you Mother, 
24. What means my Son ? 
Phil. Son! by Heav'n I ſcorn the Title. 
Qu. Oh Inſolence! out of my ſight, rude Boy. 
Phil, We muſt not part ſo, Madam; l 
I firſt muſt let you know your Sin and Same ; 
Nay hear me calmly—for by Heav'n you ſhall—— _. 
My Father whiift he liv'd, tir'd his ſtrong Arm 
Wub numerous Battles *gainſt the —_— 
Waſting his Brains in warlike Stratagem 
To bring Confuſion on the faithleſs — 
Whilſt you, lull'd in ſoft Peace at home, betray'd 
His Name to everlaſting Infamy ; | 
Suffer'd his Bed to be defil'd with Luſt, 
Gave up your ſelf, your Honour, and your Vows, 
To wanton in yon ſooty Lecher's Arms. { Poinzs 70 Abd. 


Abd. Me doſt thou mean? 
Fbil. Les, Villain, thee, thou Hell-begotten Fiend, 


*Tis thee 1 mean. 
«4, Oh moſt unnatural, to diſbonour me 1: 


Phil. That Dog you mean, that has diſhonour'd you,. 


Diſhoncuc'd me, theſe Lords, nay, — all Spain; 4; 
This Devil's he, that | 

Abd. That—what—Oh pardon me if 1 throw off * 
All Ties of Du: y: wert thou ten King's Sons, | 
And I as many Souls as I have Sins, 15 


Thus 1 would hazard all. [Draws, they all run between, His 
Thu. — off—or l make way upon thy Ro 


Ps 


| The Moor's Revenge. 13 
Aid. How got you, Sir, this dating? «#141 4 
Phil, From injur'd Phil's Death, 

Who, whilſt he liv'd, unjuſtly cheriſh'd thee, 

And ſet thee up beyond the reach of Fate; 

Blind with thy brutal Valor, deaf with thy Flatteries, 

Diſcover'd not the Treaſon thou didft act, | 

Nor none durſt let him know *em—but did he live, 

I wou'd aloud proclaim them in his Ears. 

Aid, You durſt as wel} been damn'd, 

Phil. Hell ſeize me if I want Revenge for this 
Not dare | | 
Ariſe thou injur'd Ghoſt of my dead King, 

And thro thy dreadtul Paleneis dari a Horror, 

May fright this pair of Vipers from their Sins, 

Ad, Oh infupportable-! doft tear me, Boy? 

. Are ye ali mute, and hear me thus upbraided ? 

| [T the Lords. 

Phil. Dare ye detain me whilft the Traitos braves me? 

Men. Forbear, my Princk, keep in that noble Heat 
That ſhou d be better us'd than on a Slave. 

Abd. You politick Cheat. 

Men. Abdelaxer— 
By the Authorky of my Government, 

Which yet 1 hold over the King ot Spain, 

By Warrant of a Council from the Peers, 

And (as an Unbelicver) from the Church, 

I utterly deprive thee of that Greaineſs, 

Thoſe Offices and Truſts you hold in Spain. 

Abd. Cardinal—who lent thee this Commifios > 
Grandees of Spain, do you confent to this ? 

it, We do. 

Alon, What Reaſon for it? let his Faith by try'd. 

Men. It needs no tryal, the Proofs are evident, 
And his Religion was his Veil for Treaſon. 

Alon. Why ſhould you queſtion his Religion, Sir? 
He does profeſs Chriſtianity, 

Men. Yes, witneſs the Habit which he ſtill retains» 
In ſcorn to ours | 


His Principles are too as unalterable. 
Abd. Is that the only Argument you bring? 


16 ABDELAZER; ar, 


I tell thee, Cardinal, not thy Holy G . 
Covers a Soul more, ' GanRify'd than this Mooriſh Robe. 
Phil. Damn his Religion he bas a thouſand Crimes 
That will yet better juſtify your Sentence. 
Men. Come nat within the Court; for if you do, [ 
Worſe miſchief ſhall enſue — you have your Sentence. 
Ex. Phil. and Men. 
4 My Brother baniſh'd ! tis very ſudden 3 | 
For thy ſake, Siſter, this muſt be recall d. [To Flor, 
Qu.  Alorz9, join with me, I'll to the King, 
And check the Pride of this inſulting Cardinal, 
Exeunt all, except Abdelazer Florella, 
Abd. Baniſh'd it 1 diveſt this Gall, 
May Cowards pluck the Wreath from off my Brow, 
Which I have purchas'd with ſo many Wounds, 
And all for Spain; for Spain “ ingrateful Spain“ 
Oh my Flarella, all my Glory's vanifh'd, 
The Cardigal (Oh damn him) wou'd have me baniſh'd, 
Flor. Bur, Sir, 1 hope you will not tamely go. 
Abd. Tamely !——ha, ba, ha,—yes, by all means — 
A very honeſt religious. Cardinal? 
ene I wou'd not for the World you- ſhould be ba- 
niſh'd 
Ad. Not Spain, you mean—for then ſhe leaves the 
King. [Afrde» 
What if 1 be? ——Fools!. nor to know all ports: o'th 
| World > $4 <1 2 
Allow enough for Villany; for Tf be brave no more. 
It is a. One and then I can live any where 
But ſay I go from hence—1 leave behind me 
A Cardinal that will laugh! leave behind me 
A Philip that will clap his Hands in port ——— 
But the worſt Wound is this, 1 leaye my Wrongs, 
Diſhonours, and my Diſcontents, all unreyeng'd— 
Leave me, 'Florella—prithee. do not weep; // 
I love thee, love thee wondrouſſy—go leave me— 
Jam not now at leiſure to be fond 
Go to your Chamber —go. 
Hor. No, to the King rl fly, 


And beg him to revenge thy Infamy. 7 [Ex, Flor, 
| PTY | To 
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To him Alonao. 
Alon. The Cardinal's mad to have thee baniſh'd Spain 
; I've left the Queen in angry Contradiction, 
But yet I fear the Cardinal's Reaſoning. K 
Abd. This Prince's Hate proceeds from Love. 
He's jealous of the Queen, and fears my Power. [Ad. 
Alon. Come, rouſe thy wonted Spirits, awake thy Soul, bs. 
And arm thy Juſtice with a brave Revenge. 2 
% Abd. iy arm no Juſtice with a braye Revenge. | 
[Sullenly. 
Alon. Shall they then rriumph o er thee, who were once 
. Proud to attend thy conqu' ring Chariot- Wheels? 4 
Abd, I care not—l am a Dog, and can bear wrongs. 2 
Alon, But, Sir, my Honour is 'concerin'd with yours, 
Since my loy'd Siſter did become your Wife; | 
And if yours ſuffer, mine too is unſafe. 
Ad. I cannot help i it.—— 
Alon. What Ice has child thy Blood? 
This Patience was not wont to dwell with thee. | 


5 Abd. *Tis true; but now the World is chang'd you ſee 3 
Thou art too brave to know what L reſolve— Aſide. 
a. No more here comes the King with my Florella. 
He loves her; and ſhe ſwears to ior hat is chaſte 3-— + - 
5 *Tis well, if true well too, if i it be falle ; C ide. 4 
2 J care not, tis Revenge AV» i 


h That I mult ſacrifice my Love and Pleaſure to. 3 
[Alon. and Abd. ftand aſide. I 
Enter King, Lords, Guards paſſing over the Sraze,... | 4 
| Vlorella#n a ſuppliant poſturs weeping.” ; 

Xing. Thou woo'ſt me to reverfe thy Husband's — , 

And I woo thee for Mercy on my felf, 

Why ſhoud'ſt thou ſue to him for Life and — | 

For any other, who himſelf lies dying, 

Imploring from thy Eyes a little Pity? 
Flor. Oh mighty King ! in whoſe ſole Power, likeHeay' a, 

The Lives and Safeties of your Slaves remain, 

Hear and redreſs my Abdelazer's Wrongs. 

Hing. All Lives and Safeties in my Power remain 

Miſtaken charming Creature, if my Power 


. Be ſuch, who kneel and, bow:to thee, . fi Wwe f 1 bb 
I | What . 


Wou 'dſt thou give Lite? turn but thy lovely Eyes 
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What muſt thine be, 
Who haſt the Soverei ign Command o'er me and it 2 


Upon the wretched thing that wants it, 
And he will ſurely live, and live for ever. 
Canſt thou do this; and com'ſt io beg of me? 197 
Hlor. Alas, Sir, what I beg's what you alone can give, 
My Abdelaxer's Pardon, | 
King. Pardon! can any thing ally'd to thee offend 2 
Thouart ſo ſacred and ry innocent, 
That but to know thee, and to look on dy: 
Muſt change even Vice to Virtus. 
2 my Fiorella 4 
So perfectly thou daſt poſſeſs my Soul, 
That ev'ry Wiſh of thine ſhall be obey'd: 


Say, wou'dſt thou have thy Husband ſhare RT 2 Poe 

Do but ſubmit to love me, and I yield it. ot 
Hor. Such Love as humble Subjects ante che King, 

{Kneels, TICKS an 

And ſuch as 1 dare pay, L offer here. =_ A 

King. 1 muſt confeſs-it is a Price too. glorious 2 den 


But my Horella—— | Unc 
Abd, Vl i iert pour moon, Diſeouſe. 22 


Abd. comes 1p 10 
Flor. Sir, Abdel zer's here. 


King. His Pre ſence never was leſs welcome to 25 /t 
A [14ts 
But Madam, durſt the Cardinal uſe this ebene * 1 
Where is your noble Husband? . 
Abd. He fees me, yet inquires for m. Aſide. 


Flor. Sir, my Lord is here. 
King. Aldelaxer, I bave heard with mack ſur prize, 
O'th* Injuries you've receiv'd, and mean to right you: 
My Father loy'd you well, ma le you his General, 
I think you worthy of that Honour ſtill, 
Abd. True. for my Wite's (ake. LAſide. 
King. When my Coronation is ſolemnized, 
Be preſent there, and re · aſſume your wonted State and 
Place; 


And fee bow 1 wil check the inſolent Cardinak 
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Abd. I humbly thank my Sovereign— 


[ Kneels, amd . ſſes the. King' s Hand, 
That he loves my Wife ſo well. LAſide. 


{ Exeunt, 

BE." Manent Abdelazer, Hore la. 

Flor. Wilt thou not pay my Service with one Smile? 

Have I not ated well the Suppfam s part? 

| 444, Oh wonderfully ! yave learn the Art to move. 

leave me. 

'B or, Still out of humour, thoughrſut, and diſpleas'd ? 
d why at nns, my Abdelazer? what have 1 done? 

' Abd. 7 Wine do amiſs you are ſo beauti- 

u 
o very — get you in, 1 ſay 


Turn: 1 in roughly, 
She has the art of dallying with, — 


Soul, 

eaching it lazy ſoſt neſs from her Looks. 
But now a nobler Paſſion's enter d there, 
ind blows it thus—te Air — Idol Ambition, 
lorella muſt to thee. a Viſtim fall: 
Neve to thee— a Cardinal and Prince: 
ind to my Love and Jealouſy, 2 King 

ore Jet, my mighty Deities, EI do, 
one that you e' er infpir'd ll like me ſhall act; | 
That fawning ſervile Crew ſhalt follow: next, / 
bo with the Cardinal cry'd, baniſh Abdelaxer. 


Like Eaftern Monarchs ll adorn thy Fate, 
And to the Shades then ſhalt __ in State, (e. 
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And poiſon all the World? Was he not baniſh'd ? 


| Divide his Body from his Soul-«{t40d back—{ To the Guarh 
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ACT 1. SCENE I. A 


nora, Florella, Elvira, Alonzo, ; Roderigo, Ordonid | 

Sebaſtian, Antonio, Officers and Guards; met by AN 
delazer follow'd by. Olmin, Zarrack, and Moors attend 

ing. He comes in with Pride, ſtaring on Philip a 
Mendozo, and takes his ſtand next be King. 


H F fares the Devil thus, as if he meant 
From his iũfe ctious Eyes to ſcatter Plagues . 


How dares the Traitor venture into th? Preſence ? ar 
Guards, ſpurn the Villain forth. 

Abd. Who ſpurns the Mor . 
Were better ſet his foot the Devil. 

Do, ſpurn me, and this Hand thus juſtly arm'd, 

Shall, like a Thunder- bolt, breaking the Clouds, 


Spurn Ader 
Phil. Death, - ſhall we * this Inſolence?: 
Alon. Great Sir, 4 wo this Lance, was * 
„Ori ae 1. Tro the Kin 
Men, Sir, you're too partial to be judge i in 115 
And ſhall not give your Voice. - 
Abd, Proud Cardinal—but he ſhal!—and geit it loud, 
And ſhall not who ſhall hinder him? 
. Þhil, This—and cut his. Wind- pipe too, [Offers to drau 
To ſpoil his whiſp'ring. [Abd. offers to draw, his 4 
tendants-do the A 
King, What means this Violence? oY 
Forbear to draw your Swords—'tis we e 
4d. Sir, do me Juſtice, 1 demand no more, 
- [Kneels, and offers his Sword n 
And at your feet we lay our Weapons down. 
Men. Sir, Abdelazer has had juſtice done, 
And ſtands by me baniſh'd the Court of - 
King, How, Prince Cardinal! 
From whence do you derive Authority 


The Moor's Revenge. 2, 
baniſh him the Court without our leave? 
Men. Sir, from my Care unto Four royal Perſon, 
I'm your Goyernor—then for the Kingdom” $ Sifery. | 
King. Becauſel was a Boy, muſt I be ſtill ſo? 
me, Sir, has given me in that formal Ceremony, 
ad Jam of an age to rule alone; 
d from henceforth diſcharge you 'of your Care, 
e know your near relation to this Crown, 
d wanting. Heirs, that you muſt fiil the Throne; | 
when, Sir, I am abſolute Monarch here, 1 
td you muſt learn Obedience. | 
nen en. Pardon my zealous Duty, which I hope 
| zu will approve, and not reca! his Baniſhment. 
ing. Sir, but I will; and who dares contradict i it, i is 

raitor. 

Phil, dare the firt, yet do defy the laſt, - 

ting, My hot-brain'd Sir, II) talk to you anon. 

Men, Sir, I am wrong d. and will appeal to Rome. 

Phil. By Heav'n I'll to the Camp—Brother, tarewel, 

hen next I meet hee, it ſhall be in Arm, | 

thou can'ſt get looſe from thy Miſtreſs? Chains, © 

here thou lyſt drown'd'in idle wanton Love. 

d. Hah—his Miſtreſ who is't Prince Philip mags Þ 
Phil. Thy Wife, thy Wife, proud Moor, whom un 
content 

d ſell for Honour to eternal Infamy | 
oud, des't make thee ſnarl?— Bite on, whale thou malt fee, 
_ for Vengeance, and *rwill come with me. 


| [Going out, turns and draws 

is 422. Stay ! ' for tis here aready—rurm, proud Boy. 

ne. [Abd. draus. 

Xing, What mean you, philip? {Tatts to him aſide, 
Qs. Ceaſe, ceaſe your moſt impolitick Rage. [To Abd. 

his a time to ſhew't ?—Dear Son, you are a King, 

d may allay this Tempeſt, | | 

King. How. dare you diſobey my Will and Pleaſure ” 7 

To. abd. & 

bd, Shall Ibe ealm, and hear my Wite cald Whore ? 

ere he great Jouve, and arm'd with all his Lightning, 

T Hey: n I could not hold my juſt Reſentment, 


Word 


. 


—— 


= — and = 
< n . 
4 — — — 


* bw. * = * - 
- = ES Ss 
W - 


. — — 2 
— — — 


—— — 1 


"Sf 
— 


. 2 — 
232 —ͤͤä——x—ů— pans ˙ —“ . — 
o py BK 0 


22 ABSBDELAZER; of, 
u. *'Twas in his Paſſion, noble Abdelazerm—— 

_ [King tatking to Phil. aſode 
Imprudently thou doſt diſarm thy Rage, 
And giv'ſt the Foe a warning, el er thou ſtrik'ſt; 

When with thy Smiles thou might'ſt ſecurely kill. 
You kno the Paſſion that the Cardinal bears me 3 
His Pow'r too o'er Philip, which well manag'd 
Will ſerve to ruin both: pit up your Sword 
When next you draw it, teach it how to act. 
Abd. You ſhame me, and command me, 
. Why all this Rage ?—does ic become you, Sir? 
8 1 | - > [To Men. aſid 
What is't you mean to do? 
Men. You need not care, whilſt Abdelaxer's ſafe. 
Qs, Jealouſy upon my Life—how gay it looks! | 
Aen. Madam, you want that pitying Regard N 
To value what do, or what I 1 0 * . 
I'll therefore lay my Cardinal's Hat aſide, 


And in bright Arms demand my Honour back, 1: 
©». Ist thus, my Lord, you give me Proofs of Love:? 

Have then my Eyes loſt all their wonted Power ? 

And can you quit the hope of gaining me, R 

To follow your Revenge gogo to fight, N 

Bear Arms againſt your Country, and your King, A 

All for a little worthleſs Honour loſt.  BV 


- Men, What is it, Madam, you would have me do? 

Qs. Not ſide with Philip, as you hope my Grace do 
Now, Sir, you know my Pleaſure, think on't well. 

Men. Madam, you know-your Power o'er your Slave, 
And uſe it too tyrannically but diſpoſe * 
The Fate of him, whoſe Honour, and whoſe Life, 
Lies at your Mer | 
I'll tay and die, Guts tis your gracious Pleaſure. 

King. Philip, upon your Life, | 
Upon your ſtrit Allegiance, I conjure you 


To remain at Court, till I have reconcil'd you. Bu 
Phil. Never Sir; 5 a 
Nor can you bend my Temper to that Tamenels. ; 


King. Tis in my Power to charge you as a Priſoner; ¶ No 
But you're my Brother et remember ioo 


I am 


The Moor's Revenge. 

J am your King—— No more, be 
Phil. J will obey, 

King, Abdelazer, 

beg you will forget your Cauſe of Hate 

Againſt my Brother Philip, and the Cardinal; TY 

He's young, and raſh, but will be better temper'd. 

Abd. Sir, I have done, and beg your royal Pardon, 
King. Come Philip, give him your Hand, 

Phil. 1 can forgive without Ceremony, 

King. And to confirm, ye Friends, 

I invite you all to Night to banquet with me; 

Pray ſee you give Attendance—— Come Brother, 

You muſt along with us. [Exeunt ail but Abd. Queen 

| and Women, 
Qu. Leave me [To the Women, who go out. 

Now my dear Moor. 5 
Abd. Madam. | ; 
Qu. Why doſt thou anſwer with that cold Reſerye— 

Ils that a Look—an Action fora Lover? . 
re? Abd, Ah, Madam 3 | 
Q«, Have I not taken off thy Baniſhment ? 
Reſtor'd thee to thy former State and Honours ? 2 
Nay, and heap'd new ones too, too mighty for thy Hopes; 
And ſtill to raiſe thee equal to this Heart, 
Where thou muſt ever reign, | 
4-2 Abd. *Tis true, my bounteous Miſtreſs, all this you've 
done Bu. 
Qu. But what, my Al delaer 2 
ve, Abd. 1 will not call it io your Memory, 
: Qs. What canſt thou mean? 
Abd, Why was the King remov'd ? 
4. To make thy way more eaſy to my Arms. 
Abd. Was that all? 
Qu. All ! * | 
Abd. Not but it is a Bleſſing Gods'would'Tanguifh for 
But as you've made it free, ſo make it jult. 
Qu. Thou mean'ſt, marry thee. * 
Abd, No by the Gods. : [Afde, 
er ; ¶ Not marry thee, unleſs I were a Ki 
* Qu. What ſignifies the Name to hi that rules _ 
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Than any other Dreſs thou could'ſt put on. 


Then you ſhou'd ſee, 1 do not flatter ye. 
But I, inflead of that, muſt ſee my Crown 


But with what Joy, you, if you loy'd, might gueſs, 


Where when *would ſport, it ſafely may * 
Free from the Noiſe, and Danger of tbe Great; 


In either III no Riyals _ 


24 ABDELAZER, of, 
Abd. What uſe has he of Life, that cannot lie 

Without a Ruler? 
Qs. Thou wouldſt not have me Kill + =P © Is | 
Abd. Oh by no means, not for, my .wietched Life! [1 

What, kill a King !-—forbid it Heaven: | 

Angels ſtand like his Guards about bis Perſon, 

The King! | 

Not — many Worlds as there be Stans 
wilkFng upon the embroider'd Firmament! 

The King! 1 

He loves my Wife Florella, ſhou'd he die- 

I know ws. elſe durſt love bats, © | | 
N.. And that's the Reaſon you wou'd ſend him hence. 
Abd. I muſt confeſs, I wou'd not bear a wrong: 8 Y 

But do not take me fora Villain, Madam; 

He is my King, and may do what he pleaſes. 


Qu. Tis well, Sir. | 
Abd, Again that Frown, it renders thee more charming 


. Away, you do not love me. 
Abd, —— mayſt thou bate me, if this be not pretty, 
A.. Oh you can flatter finely 
Abd. Not I, by Heaven: 
Oh that this Head were circled in a W 
And I were King, Sc as by Birth! 
And that I was, till by thy =P whe 8 Power 
I was diveſted in my Infancy — - 


Bandy'd from Head to Head, and tamely ſeeit ; 
And in this wretched ſtate Ihre, tis true; 


8 475 We need no Crowns; Love beſt contented i is 
In ſhady Groves, and bumble Cottages, 


Where ViRors are ambitious of no Ba | 
Boy what their Nymphs beſtow on Hoy. days 3 41 
nvy can the amgrous Shepherd move, 
Unleſs againſt a Rival in his Love. * 
Abd, Love and Ambition are the ſame to me, 


- * 
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Qs, Nor 1: 4 
And when the King you urge me to remove, 
t may be from Ambition, not from Love. 
Abd. Thoſe Scruples did not in your Boſom dwell, 
When you a King did ina Husband kill. | 


S. How, Sir! dare you upbraid me with that Sin, 
To which your Perjuries firſt drew me in? 


Abd. You int N my Senſe; I only meant 
\ Sacrifice to Love ſo well begun _ 

Shou'd not Devotion want to finiſh it; 

And if that ſtop to all our Joys were gone, 

The envying World wou'd to our Power ſubmit : 

ut Kings are ſacred, and the Gods alone et Bryn 
Their Crimes muſt judge, and puniſh too, or none * 
Yet he alone deſtroys his Happineſs. | | 
Qu. There's yet one more 
Abd. One more! give me his Name, 


And I will turn it to a Magick ent | 
To bind him ever faſt, b 25 


I 
Qu. Florella, a 
Abd. Florella ] Oh 1 ooud gane my Chains, 
hat humble me ſo low as to adore her: 5 
But the fond Blaze maſt out while I ere& +. * a. 
\ nobler Fire more fit for my Ambition, ta I 
Florella dies- a Victim to your Will. [Aſides 
will not let. you loſe one ſingle Wiſh, | 
or a poor Life, or twoz 


r , & 


bo I muſt ſee my Gloties made a Prey, 2, „ % & 
nd not demand em from:he'Rayiſherz— — | | 
or yet complain becauſe he is my King: 7 N * 


ut Philip's Brow no ſacred Ointment deifies, bs 

f he do wrong, ſtands fair for the Revenger, -- 

Qu. Philip ! inſtruct me how t* undo that Boy 1 hate 3 ; 
he publick Infamy I have receiy'd, | 
will revenge with nothing leſs than Death, % £24 _ --. 
Abd. 'Tis well we can agree in our 8 
or I have vow'd he ſhall not live a day; 5 0 
e has an Art to pry into our Secrets? 8 I. 

o all beſides our Love is either hid. 4 

dr elſe they dare not ſee—— But this Prin ee . 
lis a moſt dangerous Spirit muſt be calm'd. 
Vor. II. B Du. 
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N. I have reſolv'd his Death, 

And now have waiting in my Cabinet, | 
Engines to carry on this mighty Work of my Revenge, 
Abd. Leaye that to me, who equally am injurd; 

You, like the Gods, need only but: command, 

And I will execute your ſacred. Will 

That done, there's none dare whiſper what 8 
Nu, Nature be gone, I chaſe thee from my Soul, 


| Who Love's almighty Empire does controul : 


And ſhe that will to thy dull Laws ſubmit, 
In ſpite of thee, betrays the Hypocrite. 
No rigid Virtue ſhall my Soul poſſeſs, 


Let Gown-men preach againſt the Wickedneſs; 


Pleaſures were made by Gods, and meant for us, 
And not t enjoy em, were ridiculous. F 
Abd, Oh perfect, great and glorious of thy Sex! 


Like thy great ſelf * _ 3 refoly'd and brave 


I muſt attend the King — where I will watch 
All Philip's Motions, 

Qs. And —after that—if you will beg Admicance, 
I' give you leave to viſit me to Night. 

Abd. That Wr defer d. 


[Teads her to be Dow 


oF 1 y Wrong 8 andi will be retir'd to Night, 


Is 70 


— 


And Mos forth Vengeance with the Morning's Lights 
Enter Oſmin, Zarrack. . 
Oſm, My gracious Lord. 
Abd. Come near—and take a Secret from thy Lips; 
And he who keeps not ſilent bears his Death. 
This Night the Prince and Cardinal—do you mark me 


Are murder*d. 


Oſm. Where, Sir : ? 

Abd. Here in the Court. 

Oſm. By whom, great Sir? 

Abd. By thee -l know thou durſt. 

Oſm. Whatever you command. 

Abd. Good! then ſee it be perform'd, 
oſmin, how goes the Night? 

Oſm. About the hour of Eight, 


Aad you're expected at the Banquet, Sir: 


Prind 
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prince Philip ſtorms, and ſwears you're with the Queen, 

Au. Let him ſtotm on; the Tempeſt will be laid— 45 

Where's my Wife? 
Oſm. In the Preſence, Sir, with the Princeſs and other 

. ot nt + gba: 

4d. She's wondrous forward !——what the King 

1 am not jealous tho but he makes court to her, 

Hah, Oſmin / ; 

e throws out Love from Eyes all Janguiſhing 4—— 

ome tell me,—he does ſigh to her,. - no matter if he do— 

nd fawns upon herHand,—and kneels ;—tell me Slave 

Oſin. Sir, I ſaw.nothing like to Love; he only treats her 

qual to her Quality. . 

Abd. Oh damn her Quality. 

Zar. ] came juſt now 1 

rom waiting on his Perſon to the Banquet, 

nd heard hm ask, if he might viſit her to Night, | 

aving ſomething to impart to her, that concern'd his Life, 

Abd. And ſo it ſhall by Heay'n ! ll Ade. 

Zar. But ſhe deny'd, and;he the more intreated— 


ut all in vain, Sir. 


464. Go Ofmin, (you the Captain of my Guard of 
huſe out the beſt affected Offices, (Moors) 
o keep the Watch to Night. 


te Net every Guard be doubled you may be liberal too 

nd when I give the Word, be ready all. | 

Oſm. What ſhall the Word be? [ Ex. Zacrack, 
ps; Ad. Why--Treaſon--mean time make it your Buſinels, 

o watch the Prince's coming from the Banquet; 8 
ne 


cated with Wine, and fearleſs of his Perſon, 

ou'll find him eaſily to be attack' d. | | 

Oſm, Sir, do not doubt my Management nor Succeſs, 
EY 2 TT [Ex. Oſmin. 

Abd. So, 1 thank thee, Nature, that in making me, 

ou didſt deſign. me Villain; | ny 


itting each Faculty for active Miſchief $ | 
ou skilful Artiſt, thank'thee for my Face, 
will diſcover nought that's hid within. 
us arm'd for IIls, BY 


E kneſs, and Horrour, I invoke your aid * 
Prind . „ 


* 
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And thou dread Night, ſhade all your buſy Stars 
In blackeſt Clouds, Fo 4 oy | 
And let my Dagger's Brightneſs only ſerve 
To guide me to the Mark and guide it ſo, 

It may undo a Kingdom at one Blo p. Exit 


SCE N E II. He teak. 


' was 


| / . 
A Banquet, under a Canopy the King, Leonora, Flo- 
rella, Ladies waiting; Philip, Mendozo, Alonzo, 
Ordonio, Antonio, Sebaſtian, Lords and Attendant. 
As ſoon as the Scene draws off, they all riſe and 
come forward. 5 = 
Xing. My Lords, you're fad to Night; give us loud Mu 
I have double Cauſe to mourn; (8c 
And Grief has taken up his dwelling here ——. 
Beyond the Art of Love, or Wine to conquer 
Tis true, my Father's dead——and poſſibly 
Tis not ſo decent to appear thus gay 3 
But Life, and Death, are equal to the wretched, 
And whilſt Florella frowns. tis in that Number | 
I muſt account her Slave Alonzo, OZ 4 
How came thy Father ſo bewitch'd to Valour, 
(For Abdelazer has no other Virtue) _ 
To recompenſe it with fo fair a Creature? 
Was this—a Treaſure t inrich the Devil with? 
Alon, Sir, he has many Virtues, more than Courage, 
- Royally born, - ſery'd well his King, and Country; 
My Father brought him up to martial Toils, _ 8 
And taught him to be brave; I hope, and good ——-— 
Beſide, he was your Royal Father's Favourite. 
King. No, Alonzo, twas not his Love to Virtue, 
But nice Obedience to his King, and Maſter, 
Who ſeeing my encreaſe of Paſſion for her, 5 
To kill my Hopes, he gave her to this Moor. 
Alon. She's now a virtuous Woman, Sir. 
King. Politick Sir, who would have made her other ? 
Againſt her Will, he forc'd her to his Arms, 
W hilR all the World was wondring at his Madneſs, 


Alon. He did it with her Approbation, Sir. 


King, 
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Xing. With thine, Florelia / cou'dſt thou be fo crimi- 
nal? 8 | ö 
Hor. Sir, 1 was ever taught Obedience; 
y humble Thoughts durſt ne'er aſpire to you, 
\nd next to that—Death, or the Moor, or any thing. 
King. Oh God! had I then told my Tale 
&o feebly, it could not gain Belief. | 
Dh my Florella ! this little Faith of thine 
as quite undone thy King———Alorzo, 
7 hy didſt not thou forbid this fatal Marriage, 
She being thy only Siſter ? | 
Alon, Great Sir, I did oppoſe it with what Violence 
y Duty would permit; and wou'd-haye dy d 
n a juſt Quarrel of her dear Defence; | 
And Sir, tho I ſubmitted to my Father, 
The Moor and 1 ſtand on unequal Terms. | | 
Phil. Come, who dares drink Confuſion to this Moor? 
Ant, That, Sir, will J. | 
Sebaſt, And I. : | 
Phil. Page, fill my Glaſs, I will begin the Round, ES 
e all ſhall pledge it—Alonzo, firſt to thee. © [Drinkss » 
Alon, To me, Sir?! £9. 
Phil. Why yes, thou lov'ſt him—therefore— 
ay, you ſhall drink it, tho *twere o'th* Stygian Lake. 
es it—by Heaven thoud'ſt pimp for him to my Mo- 
er | 
ay, and after that, give him another Siſter, 5 
Alon. Tis well you are my Prince, [| 
Phil, I'd rather be a Prince of Curs—come pledge 
me 
Alon, Well, Sir, I'll give you way. [ Drinks. 
Phil. So woud'ſt thou any tho they trod on thee, 
do—nay, Prince Cardinal, tho it be not decent 
or one ſo ſanAify'd to drink a Health; . 
Yet 'tis your Office both to damn and bleſ 
ome, drink and damn the Moor. 
Men. Sir, I'm for no carouſing. 
Phil. Pm in an Humour now to be obey'd, 
nd muſt not be deny d hut ſee, the Moor, 


it. 


ge, 


B 3 Enter 


King, 


| 4 
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NN Enter Abdelazer, gazes on tbem. 
Juſt come to pledge at laſt—Page fill again 
Abd. I'll do you Reaſon, Prince, what er it be. 
Gives him the Glaſ 
_ Phil, Twas kindly faid—Confufion to the Moor. 
Abd. Confuſion to the Moor —if this vain Boy, 
See the next riſing Sun. h LAſid 
Phil. Well done, my Lad. 
King. Abdelazer, you have been miſſing long, 
The publick Good takes up your whole Concern, 
But we ſhall ſhortly eaſe you of that Load 


Come let's have ſome Mufick ; = 
Ordonio, did I not call for Muſick ? 
Ord. You did, Sit, — | 
Abd, Roderigo ! + he | 
Rod. My gracious Lord— Roderigo whiſpers to Ab 
Abd, No more the Prince obſerves us. 
Phil. There's no good towards when you are whil 
"ring. £05 


Ord, The Muſick you commanded, Sir, is ready. 
SONG. 


Nymph. A AXE haſte Amiptas, come away, 
| The Sun is up and will not lay; 
And oh how very ſhort's a Lover's Day!” © © 
Make 100 mintas, to this Grove, 


Beneath whoſe Shads ſo oft Pue ſat, 
And heard my dear lov'd Swain repeat, 
Ho much he Galatea lov'd ; 4 
Whilſt. all the liſt ning Birds around, 
Sung to the Muſick of the bleſſed Sound. 
Make haſte Amintas, come away, 
The Sun is up and will not ſtay; 
And oh how very ſhort's a Lover's Day / 


Swain enters, with Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes, and An- 
Pipes. .*% 


- 
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I hear thy charming Voice, my, Fair, 
And ſee, bright Nymph, thy Swain is here; 
Who his Devotions had much earlier paid, 
laſi Bu# that a Lamb of thine was ſtray d; 
And I the little Wanderer have brought, 
That with one angry Look from thy fair Eyes, 
Thou may*ſt the little Fugitive chaſtiſe, 
Too great 'a Puniſhment for any Fault. 
Come, Galatea, haſte away, 
' The Sun is up and will not ſlay, 
And oh how very ſhort's a Lover's Day / [Dance. 


Xing, How likes Florella this? 

Flor, Sir, all Delight's ſo baniſh'd from my Soul, 
ye loſt the Taſte of every ſingle Joy. 

Abd. Gods! this is fine! Give me your Art of Flay 
Or G more of this, will ruin me 
ho I've reſoly d her Death, yet whilſt ſhe's mine, 

I would not have her blown by Summer Flies, 

Phil, Mark how he ſnarls upon the King ! 
he Cur will bite anon. | 
Ald, Come, my Florella, is't not Bed-time, Love? 

Flor. I'll wait upon you, Sir. [ Going out. 
Phil, The Moor has ta'en away, we may depart, 
Abd, What has he ta*en away? [Turns about. 

Phil, The fine gay play-thing, that made us all. ſo 
Merry. N : 
Ala, Was this your Sport ? [ To his Wife, 

King. Abdelazer, keep your way Good night fair 
reature ! 

Abd. J will obey for once. [Ex. Abd. and Flor. 

King, Why this Reſentment, Brother, and in publick ? 

Phil. Becauſe he gives me Cauſe, and that in Publick. 
ind, Sir, I was not born to bear with Infolence ; 
| ſaw him dart Revenge from both his Eyes, 
nd bite his angry Lip between his Teeth, - 

o keep his Jealouſy from breaking forth, 
Which when it does—<ſtand faſt my King. 


B. 4 Ling 


— 


32 ABDELAZER; or, 
King. But, Philip, we will find a way to check him; 
* when we muſt diſſemble take my Counſel— Good 
night. - ; 
Phil, I cannot, nor I will not——yet good Night. 
Exit King, and all but Philip's Party, 
Well Friends, I ſee the King will ſleep away his Anger, 
And tamely ſee us murder'd by this Moor ; | 
But I'll be active, Boys "> | 
Therefore A;tonio, you command the Horſe ; 
Get what more Numbers to our Cauſe you can: 
*Tis a good Cauſe, and will advance. our Credit, 
We will awake this King out of his Lethargy of Love, 
And make him abſolute——Go to your Charge, 
And early in the Morning I'll be with you | 
8 [ Ex. all but Phil. 


If all fail, Portugal ſhall be my Refuge, 
Thoſe whom ſo late I conquer'd, ſhall protect me 
But this Alonzo I ſhou'd make an Intereſt in; 
Cou'd I but flatter=—"tis a Youth that's brave. 
| Enter Cardinal in haſſe. - 
Men, Fly, fly, my Prince, we are betray'd and loft elſe, 
Phil, Betray'd and loſt ! Dreams, idle Coward Dreams. 
Men, Sir, by my Holy Order, I'm in earneſt, 
And you muſt either quickly fly, or die; 
*Tis fo ordain'd—nor have I time to tell 
By what ſtrange Miracle I learn'd our Fate. 
Phil. Nor care I, I will ſtay, and brave it, 
Men, That, Sir, you ſhall not, there's no ſafety here, 
And *tis ne Army only can ſecure us. | 
ru. Where had you this Intelligence? 
Men. I'll tell you as we go to my Apartment 3 
Where we mult put our ſelves in Holy Dreſs; | 
For ſo the Guards are ſet in every Place, | 
(And thoſe all Moors, the Slaves of Abdelazer) 
That tis impoſſible in any other Habit to eſcape. 
Come, haſte with me, and let us put em on. 


N 


Phil, 1 had rather ſtay and kill, till 1 am weary 4 
Let's to the Queen's Apartment, and ſeize this Moor; 
Im ſure there the Mongrel's kennel'd, 9 


Men, Sir, we loſe time in talking—Come with 1 
| | : Its 
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Phil, Where be theſe louſy Gaberdines? 
Men, I will conduct you to em. 
Phil. Mother — and Moor, farewel, 
Il viſit you again; and if Ido, 
y black Infernal, I will conjure you. [ Exeunt.. 
* 


— 


ACT m. SCENE I 
Enter Abdelazer and Tarrack. 


S MIN (my Lord) by this bas done his Task, 
And Philip is no more among the living: 
vill you not reſt to night? 
; 404 Is this a time for Sleep and Idleneſs—dull Slaves? 
Zar. The Bus'neſs we have Order, Sir, to do, 
Ve can without your Aid. 
Enter Oſmin. 
Abd. Oſmin / 


hy ominous Looks preſage an ill Succeſs z 
hy Eyes no joyful News of Murders tell: 
thought 1 ſnou'd have ſeen thee dreſt i in Blood 
Speak! Speak thy News | | 
day that he lives, and let it be thy laſt. 
Oſm. Yes, Sir, he lives. 
Abd. Lives! thou ly, bafe Coward—liyes re- 
nounce thy Gods a 

It were a Sin leſs dangerous —ſpeak again. 

ſin. Sir, Philip lives. 

45d. Oh treacherous Slave l 

Oſm. Not by my Fault, by Heav'n! 

4d. By what curſt Chance, 
f not from thee, could he evade his Fate 2 

Om. By ſome Intelligence from his good _ 
Abd, —— his good Devil! | 
Gods] muſk the Earth another Day at once 
Bear him and me alive. 2 
0ſm. Another Day !——an Age for ought I know z 

For, Sir, the Prince is fled, the Cardinal too. 


3 5 . 


here, 


e. 
phil. 


To chest the hone: Weeks: 


Are hid beneath the horrid Veil of Darkneſs 


Ae the Queen's Apartment—cry out, Murder: | 
Whilſt I, like bis ill Genius, do awake the King; 
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Abd. Fed! fled—ſay'ſt thou ? 
Oh I cou'd curſe the Stars, that rule this Night : 
"Tisto the Camp they're fled; the only Refuge 
That Gods, or Men cou'd give em 
Where got you this Intelligence? 

Oſm. My Lord, inquiring for the Prince 

At the A of the Cardinal, (whi 
His Pages anſwer'd me, he was at his Devotions ; 
A lucky time (I thought) to do the Deed; 
And breaking in, found only their empty Habits, _ 
And a poor fleepy Groom, who with much threatning, 
Confeſs'd that they were fled, in holy Robes. 

Abd. Fhat Caſe of Sanctity was fiſt ordain'd, 


Twas an unlucky Chance but we are idle 
Let's ſee, how from this 11], we may advance a good 

Pau ſi 
"Tis now dead time of Night, when Rapes, and . 


I. Il ring thro all the Court, with doleful Sound, 
The ſad Alarms of Murder Murd er—Zarrack, 
Take up thy ſtanding yonder—Oſmin, thou 


Perhaps in this Diſorder I may kill him. [ Aſid 
-—Treaſon—Murder—Murder—Treaſon, 
Enter Alonzo, and Courtiers, 
Alon. What diſmal Crys are theſe ?— "I U 
Abd. Where is the King? Treaſon Murder /— 
Where is the ſleeping Queen ?-——— Ariſe, ariſe. 
 Ofm, The Devil taught him all his Arts of Faiſhood, 
| 7 
Enter King in a Night- Gn with Lights, 
Xing. Who frights our quiet Slumbers with this Noiſ: 
Enter Queen and Woman, with Lights, 
Su. Was it a Dream, or did I hear the Sound 
Of Treaſon, call me from my ſilent Griefs ? 2 
King. Who rais'd this Rumour, Abdelazer, you? I t 
Abd, I did, Great Sir. | 9 
King. Your Reaſons. 
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Abd. Oh Sir, your Brother Philip, and the Cardinal, 
oth animated by a Senſe of Wrongs, Ents 
and envying, Sir, the Fortune of your Slaye) 
ad laid a Plot this Night, to murder you: 
ad *cauſe they knew it was my waiting Night, 
hey wou'd have laid the Treaſon, Sir, on nie. ' 
Xing. The Cardinal, and my Brother! bring them: 
forth s 

heir Lives ſhall anſwer it, | 

Abd. Sir, *tis impoſſible ; | 
or when they found their Villany diſcover d, 
hey in two Friers Habits made eſcape. 

Xing, That Cardinal is ſubtle, and ambitious, 
nd from him Philip learnt his dangerous Principles, 
Qs. The Ambition of the one infects the other, 


dn they are both too dangerous to live 
aut might a Mother's Counſel be obey'd, ' 
rd wou'd adviſe you, ſend the valiant Moor | 


o fetch em back, e er they can reach the Camp :. 
dr thither they are fled—where they will find 
Welcome fatal to us all. | 
King, Madam, you counſel well; and Abdelazer, 
ake it your Care to fetch theſe Traitors back, 
ot only for my Safety, and the Kingdom's, 
t as they are your Enemies; and th envious World 
ill ſay, you made this ſtory to undo em. 
Abd. Sir, I'll obey ; nor will 1 know repoſe, 
have juſtify'd this fatal Truth... 

[Abd. goes to the Queen, and talks to her. 
King. Mean time I will to my Florelia's Lodging, 


—— — ũſꝗ —— — 


ood. Nence, and Night, are the beſt Adyocates { Aſede.. 
Li plead a Lover's Cauſe—Abdelazer—haſtes _ 


:dam, I'll wait on you to your Chamber. 

Abd. Sir, that's my Duty. 

King, Madam, good Night. — Alon zo, to your reſt. 
Ex. all but Qu. and Abd. 

Qu”, Philip eſcap'd ! 

| that I were upon ſome Deſart Shoar, 

here J might only to the Wayes and Winds 

eathe out my Senſe of Rage for this Defeat. | 

Abdi 
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Abd. Oh 'tis no time for Rage, but Action, Madam. 
Qu. Give me but any Hopes of bleſt Revenge, 
And J will be as calm as happy Lovers. 

Abd. There is a way, and is but that alone; 

But ſuch a way, as neyer muſt be nam' d. 0 
Qu. Hows. not be nam'd! Oh ſwear thou hat'ſt me 
rather, SD 
It were a Torment equal to thy Silence. 

Abd, I'll ſhew my Paſſion rather in that Silence, 

Qz. Kind Torturer, what mean'ſt thou? 

Abd. To ſhew you, Madam, I had rather live 
Wrong'd and contemn'd by Philip, 

Than have your dearer Name made infamous. 

Qs. Heavens! doſt thou mock my Rage? can any Sin 
I could commit, undo my Honour more 
Than his late Inſolence? | 
Oh name me ſomething may reyenge that Shame ; 
I wou'd encounter killing Plagues, or Fire, 

To meet it—Come, oh quickly give me eaſe. 

Abd. I dare no more reveal the guilty Secret, 
Than you dare execute it when *tis told, 

Qs, How little I am underſtood by thee —= 
Come, tell me inſtantly, for I grow impatient ; 
You fhall obey me—— nay, I do command you. 

N Durſt you proclai Philip a Baſtard, Mz 
dam: | : 

Qu. Hah?! proctaim my felf——what he wou'd have 
me thought ! | 
What mean'ſt thou? 
Abd. Inſtruct you in the way to your Revenge. 
Qu. Upon my ſelf thou mean'ft— 
Abd. No | : Rs 
He's now fled to th* Camp, where he'll be fortify'd 
Beyond our Power to hurt, but by this means; 
W hich takes away his Hopes of being a King, 
(For he*ad no other Aim in taking Arms) 
And leaves him open to the People's Scorn ; 
Whom own'd as King, Numbers would aſſiſt him, 
And then our Lives he may diſpoſe, as he has done o 


Honours. 


— 


— 


/ 
\ 


Qu 


Qs. There's Reaſon in thy Words: but oh my Fame ! 
Abd. Which I, by Heaven, am much more tender of 
Than my own Life or Honour; and Pye a way oF 
To fave that too, which I'll at leiſure tell you. 
In the mean time ſend: for your Confeſſor, 
And with a borrow'd Penitence confeſs, 
Their Idol Philip is a Baſtard ;- * wr 
And zealouſly pretend you're urg'd by Conſcience : 
A cheap Pretence to cozen Fools withal, 
Qs. Revenge, altho I court you with my fatal Ruin, 
I muſt enjoy thee : there's no other way, t 
And I'm reſoly'd upon the mighty Pleaſure ; 
He has profan'd my purer Flame for thee, 1 
And merits to . the Infamy. [ He leads her out. 
Abd, Now have at my young King —: 
I know he means to cuckold me to Night, 
Whilſt he believes I'll tamely ſtep aſide 
No, let Philip and the Cardinal gain the Camp, 
I will not hinder *em | 
I have a nobler Sacrifice to make 
To my declining Honour, ſhall redeem it, 
And pay it back with Intereſt—well, then in order to'r, 
I'll watch about the Lodgings of Florella, 
And if I ſee this hot young Lover enter, 
I'll ave my Wife the trouble of allaying 
The amorous Heat——this——will more nimbly do't, 

{ Snatches out his Dagger, 


And do it once for all 
Enter Florella in her Night- Clothes. 
Hor. My Abdelazer — why in that fierce poſture, 
As if thy Thoughts were always bent on Death ? 
Why is that Dagger out ? againſt whom drawn? 
Abd, Or ſtay, ſuppoſe J let him fee Florella, 
And when he's high with the expected Bliſs, 
Tien take him thus—Oh 'twere a fine ſurprize ! 
Flor, My Lord——dear Abdelazer. 
4d. Or fay—l made her kill him that were yet 
An Action much more worthy of my Vengeance. 
Flor, Will you not ſpeak to me? what haye I done? 
Abd. By Heaven it ſhall be ſo. 115 
/ or. 


| 
| 


| fence; 


— 
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Flor. What ſhall. de ſo ad 
Abd. Hah 
Flor. Why doſt thou abu Byesin ſuch rr 


der? 
There's nothing here ove is tr er to | 
Or what is not intirely thine own, — %% „ 
Abd. Mine! di en [ 1:24 
Flor. Thou canſ not doubt it. 
"= Abd. No, and for a eines art nk 
this Dagger. 

Flor. Alas, Sir 3 to do? E 

8 Abd. To ſtab à Heart, Floreila, a Heart that loves | 
thee. 

Flor. Heaven forbid ! n 

Abd. No matter what Heaven will Lay it Muſt mm 

Flor, What muſt? 

Abd. That Dagger muſt enter the Heart of him 
That loves thee beſt, Florella; ——— gueſs the Man. 
Flor. What means my Moor? 

- Wouldſt thou have me kill thy ſelf? | 

Abd. Yes when I love thee better than the King, 

Flor. Ab, Sir! what mean you? 

Abd. To have you kill this King, 

W.hen next he does purſue thee with his Love ——_ 
What, do you weep ? 
By Heaven they ſhall be bloody Tears then. 

Flor, I ſhall deſerve them when I ſuffer Loye 
That is not fit to hear; but for the King, 

That which he pays me, is ſo innocent— 

Abd. So innocent - damn thy difſembling Tobpues 
Did I not ſee, with what fierce wiſhing Eyes * 
He gaz 'd upon thy Face, whilſt yours as wantonly 
Return d, and underſtood the amorous Language ? 

r. Admit it true, that ſuch his Paſhons were, 
As (Heaven's my witneſs) l've no cauſe to tear 
Have not J Virtue to reſiſt his Flame, 


Without a pointed Steel ? 
Curſe on the weak De- 


Abd. Your Virtue! 


I 3 o&- c ORR xe 


Your Virte's equal to his Innocence. 


Here 
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Here, take this Dagger, and if this Night he viſit t 
Whea he leaſt thinks n it gh Heart. * 
Flor. If you ſuſpect me, do not leave me, Sir. 

Abd. Oh I'm diſpatch'd away to leave you free 


. 


About a wonderful Affair mean tima 
I know you will be viſitea but as you wiſh to live, 


At my return let me behold him dead 

Be ſure you do*t—'tis for thy Honour's fafety— 

I love thee ſo, that I can take no reſt, 

Till thou haſt kill'd thy Image in his Breaſt, 

Adieu, my dear Fiorelli. Exit. 
Flor, Murder my King the Man that loves me too 

What Fiend, what Fury ſuch an act wou'd do? 

My trembling Hand wou'd not the Weapon bear, 

And 1 ſhould ſooner ſtrike it here than there. 

Pointing to her Breuſt. 

No! tho of all I am, this Hand alone 

Is what thou canſt command, as being thy own; 

Yet this has plighted no ſuch cruel Vow; | 

No Duty binds me to obey thee now, _ 

To ſave my King's, my Life I will expoſe, 

No Martyr dies in a more glorious Cauſe, Exit. 


SCENE II. 


2 the — in an undreſs alone, with a Tight. 

4. Thou grateful Night, to whom all happy Lo 
Make their devout and hole Invocations ; 17 45 
Thou Court of Silence, where the God of Love, 
Lays by the awful Terror of a Deity, 
And every harmful Dart, and deals around 

His kind Deſires ; whilſt thou, bleſt Friend to Joys, 
Draw'ſt all thy Curtains, made of gloomy Shades, 
To veil the Bluſhes of ſoft yielding Maids ; 

Beneath thy Covert grant the Love-ſick King, 

May find admittance to Florella's Arms; 

And being there, keep back the buſy Day ; 

Maintain thy Empire till my Moor returns; 

Where in her Lodgings he ſhall find his Wife, 
Amidſt her amorous Dalliance with my Sou. 


My 


| 
| 

| 
i | 
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My watchful Spies are waiting for the Knowledge ; 
Which when to me imparted, I'll i improve, 


Till my mann be equal to my Love. 


3.$ Enter Elvira. 14 * 
— in thy Looks I rode eg | ur 26h 
What ha thou learnt? IN 13.1 


Elv, -Madam,-the King is gone as you i 50 5 
To fair Florella's ing 8 . "mag | 
Nx. But art thou > 
Elv. Yes, Madam; 
But what Welcome he has found, to me's unknown; - 
But I believe it muſt be great, and kind. 
Nu. 1 am of thy Opinion.— 
But now, Elvira, for a well laid- Plot, 
To ruin this Florella; tho ſhe be innocent, 
Yet ſhe muſt die; 60 bard a Deſtiny 
My Paſſion for her Husband does decree; -- 
But *tis the my I top at.— 
His Jealouſy already I have rais'd ; 
That's not enough, his Honour muſt be touch'd. 
This Meeting twirt the King and fair Florella, 
Muſt then be render'd publick ; | 
"Tis the Diſgrace, not Action, muſt incenſe him— 
Go you to Don Alonzo's Lodging ſtrait, 
Whilſt I prepare my Story for his Ear.— [Exit Elvira 
Aſſiſt me all that's ill in Woman kind, 
And furniſh me with Sighs, and feigned Tears, 
That may expreſs a Grief for this Diſcovery.— 
My Son, be like thy Mother, hot and bold; 
And like the noble Raviſher of Rome, . 
Court her with Daggers, when thy Tongue grows faint, 
Till thou baſt made a Conqueſt o'er her Virtue. 
Enter Alonzo, Elvira, 
—— Oh 4lon ze, I have ſtrange News to tell thee? 
Alor. It mult be ſtrange indeed, that makes my Queen 
Dreſs her fair Eyes in Sorrow. 
Qu, It is a Dreſs that thou wilt be in love with, 
When thou ſhalt hear my Story, 
You had a Siſter once.. 
Alon. Had. ! 1 


e gain'd Adminance- 2 
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Qu, Yes, had,—whilft ſhe was like thy ſelf, all Virtue; 
Till her bewitching Eyes kindled ſuch Flames, 4 
As will undo us all. N 
Alon. My Siſter, Madam ! ſure it cannot bez— 
What Eyes ? what Flames? — inform me ſtrait. 
Qs. Alon zo, thou art honeſt, juſt and brave: 
And ſhould I tell thee more, — 
(Knowing thy Loyalty's above all Nature) 
It would oblige thee to commit an Outrage, 
Which baſer Spirits will call Cruelty, rin 
Alon. Gods, Madam! do not praiſe my Virtue thus, 
Which is ſo poor, it ſcarce affords me patience 
To attend the end of what you wou'd deliver. 
Come, Madam, ſay my Siſter is a Whore. | 
I know tis ſo you mean; and being ſo, "4 
Where ſhall I kneel for Juſtice ? 
Since he that ſhou'd afford it me, oat 
Has made her Criminal. | ; SF 
Pardon me, Madam, *tis the King I mean. 
Qs. I grieve to own, all thy prophetick Fears 
Are true, Alonzo, tis indeed the King. 
Alon, Then I'm difarm'd, — 
For Heaven can only puniſh him. 
Qs. But Alonzo, | 
hilſt that religious Patience dwells about thee, 
all Spain mult ſuffer, nay Ages that ſhall enſue 
Shall curſe thy Name, and my 4 . 
From whom a Race of Baſtards ſhall proceed, 
0 wear that Crown. 
Alon. No, Madam, not from mine, 
My Siſter's in my power, her Honour's mine; 
can command her Life, tho not my King's. 
Her Mother is a Saint, and ſhou'd ſhe now 
Look down from Heaven upon a Deed ſo foul, 
think even there ſhe wou'd invent a Curſe, 
o thunder on her Head, — | 
But, Madam, whence was this Intelligence ? 
24. Elvira ſaw the King enter her Lodgings, 
Vith Lover's haſte, -and Joy. - 
Alon. Her Lodgings!— when? 
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15 or reſtleſs Souls departed walk the Round. 
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Lu. Now, not an Hour ago, 
Now, ſince the Moor departed; - | 
Alon. Damnation on ber! can ſhe be thus falſe 7 
Come, lead me to the ings of this Strum 
And make me ſee: — 2 Peer, Elvira. 
Or I will leave thee dead, for thus abuſing. me. 
Qu. Nay dear Alonzo, do not go inrag'd, . 
Stay till your Temper wears a calmer look; 
That if, by chance, you ſhou'd behold the Wantons, 
In little 1 8 Dalliance, ſuch a Lovers 
(Aided with Silence, and the ſhades of Night) 
May poſſibly commit, 
You may not do that which you may rel. 
Alon. Gods } ſhould I play the Pander 
And with my Patience, aid the amorous Sin 
No, I ſhall ſcarce have ſo much Tameneſs left, 
To mind me of my Duty tomy King. | 
Ye Gods! behold the Sacrifice I make 
To my loſt Honour? 5 and aid my Juſtice. 


[Ex. Alon, 
Nu, It will concern me too to ſee this Wonder, n 
For or I ſcarce can credit it. Ex 


8 CE N E III. Florella*s Lodgings. 


Enter the King, loading in Florella all in fear, 
Hor. 0 Sir, the Gods and you would be more merch 
] 


If by a Death leſs cruel than my Fears, 


You would preſerve my Honour; begin it quickly, | 

And after that I will retain my Duty, 

And at your Feet breathe Thanks in dying Sighs. 
King, Where learnt you, Faireſt, ſo much Cruelty 

To charge me with the Power of injuring thee ? 

Not from my Eyes, where Love and Languiſhment 

Too ſenſibly inform thee of my Heart. h 

Hor. Call it not Injury, Sir, to free my Soul 1 

From fears which ſuch a Viſit muſt create, 

In dead of Night, when nought but frighted Ghoſts 


Kings 


# at 8 


> My > > OO wo 


—— 
Lo 


2 


Kings 


In the moſt grateful Kno 
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King. That fleeting thing am I, whom all Repoſe, 
All Joys, and every good of Life abandon d. 
That fatal Hour thou gaveſt thy ſelf away 5 = 
And I was doom'd to endlefs Defperation : 
Yet whilſt Iliv'd, all glorious with my hopes, 
Some ſacred Treaſures in thy Breaſt I bid, = 
And near thee ſtill my greedy Soul will hover. | 
Flor, Ah rather like a Raviſher you come, | 
With Love and Fierceneſs in your dangerous Eyes 3 
And both will equally be fatal to me. * 
King. Oh do not fear me, as the fair Lucretia 
Did the fierce Roman Youth ; I mean no Rapes, 
Thou canſt not think that I wou'd force thoſe Joys, 
Which ceaſe to be ſo, when compell'd, Florelia— 


No, I would ſooner pierce this faithful Heart, 


Whoſe Flame appears too criminal for your Mercy. if | 
Flor, Why 45 you fright me, Sir ? methinks your 9 
Looks ˖ ER. | ; bl 
All pale, your Eyes thus fixt, and trembling Hands, 
The awful Horror of the dark and fitent Night, | 
Strike a cold Terror round my fainting Hearr, 
That does preſage ſome fatal Accident. 
Hing. Tis in your cruel Eyes the Danger lies— 
Wou'd you receive me with that uſual Tenderneſs, 
Which did expreſs it felf in every Smile, et 
I ſhould diſmiſs this Horror from my Face, 
And place again its native Calmneſs there; 
And all my Veins ſhall re- aſſume their Heat, 
And with a new and grateful Ardour beat. 
Flor. Sir, all my Soul is taken up with fear, 
And you advance your Fate, by ſtaying here — 
Fly, fly, this place of Death if Abdelazer 
Shou'd find you here——all the Divinity _ 
About your ſacred Perſon could not guard you. 
King. Ah my Florella, ceaſe thy needlefs Fear, 
And in thy Soul let nothing reign but Love; 
Love, that with ſoft Defires may fill thy Eyes, 
And ſave thy Tongue the pain © inſtruct my Heart, 
1 Heaven can give me. 
Flor, That Knowledge, Sir, wou'd make us both more 
wretched, | Since 


% 
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No, my Florella, 1 adore thy Virtue, .. 


And ſue to thee, to be my Sovereign Qu = | 
I' circle thy bright Forehead with the Crowns 


All that 1 am, is Abdelaxer s now. 


But I the Treaſure from his Breaſt will tear, 


Since you, 1 know, would ſtill be wiſhing on, 
And 1 ſhou d grant, till we were both undone, 
And, Sir, how little ſhe was worth your care, 
Cou'd part with all her honourable ame, 
For an inglorious Life ——ſhort and deſpis d | 
King. Canſt chou believe a Flame thy Eyes have kind. 
Can urge me to an infamous purſuit !—— _ (led, 


And none profane thoſe Shrines, to whom they Fr 5 
— Say but thou lov'ſt—and I thus low will bow— _ 
{ Kweels, 


Of Caſtile, Portugal, and Arragon; 

And all thoſe petty Kingdoms, which do bow 

Their Tributary Knees to thy Adorer. . 

Flor, Ah, Sir! have you forgot my ſacred Vow 7 


King. By Heav'n it was a ſacrilegious Theft = 


And reach his Heart, tho thou art ſeated there. J. 
Flor. A Deed like that my Virtue wou d undo, 
And leave a Stain upon your Glories too; 
A Sin, that wou'd my Hate, not Paſſion move 
I owe a Duty, where I cannot love. 
King. Thou think'ſt it then no Sin to kill thy King 3 Y 
For I muſt die, without thy Love, Florelia, 
Flor. How tamely, Sie, you with the Serpent plays 
Whoſe fatal Poiſon muſt your Life betray 3 . | 
And tho a OS cannot 12 ivine your Fate; 
Kings only differ from the Gods in that, — 
See, Sir, with this—I am your Murderer made; 
[Holds up 4 Dagger: 
By thoſe we love, we ſoonelt are betray d. 7 
King. How! can chat fair Hand e it ſelf with 


Death ? 
— What wilt thou do, Florella ? 
Flor, Your = divert, 


And give my Heart thoſe Wounds ee for yours. | 


— 


If you advance, I'II give the deadly Blow. 


Hand, 
My Heart dwells there, and if you ſtrike I die. 
Enter Queen, Alon zo, and Elvira. 1 
Au. Florella ] arm'd againſt the King? 2 


Oh Traitoreſs !- 
King. Hold, hold, inhuman Murdreſs ; ; ES 
What haſt thou done, moſt barbarous of ty Sex! © 


Qu pipe ty Muſes "08 my too fair Rival. 
King. My: Murdreſs — Devil did inſpire thee 


Be guilty of a Murder? No, no, too cruel Mother, 
With her Eyes, her charming lovely Eyes, 
She might have kilPd, and her too yirtuous Cruelty, 


And by that Hand, which aud mine from a Guilt. 


That Dagger I recelv'd of Abdelazer, 

o ſtab that Heart. he faid, that 10% me beſt ; 

But I deſign'd to overcome your Paſſion, 

and then to have yanquiſh'd Abgdelazer”s Jealouſy : 

But finding you too faithful to be happy; | 

did reſolve to die and have my wiſh, 7 0 
Farewel—my King my Soul begins its Right, 15 
And now is hovering—in eternal———Night, [ Dies. 
9 ar; $ ary ron gone ber facred Soul i is 


TY 


Agger. 
x ith 


To that Divinity, of which it is a part; 
Too excellent to inhabit Earthly Bodies. 


Alon. Oh, Sir, you grieve too much, for one ſo foul. 


ſoul? 
y Mother's Soul, tho turn'd into a Cherubim, 
S* as black to hers Oh ſhe was all divine. 
if Alonzo, was it thou? - her Brother! | 


Alon, 
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King, Hold! 1 command thee hold thy impious a 


[Snatches the Dagger | and Fans her : the King 2 


—— 08 


[Takes Flor. in his Arms, 


LA, de. 
With Thoughts ſo black and ſinful? cou'd this fair Saint 


Oh my Florella / Sacred lovely Creature! 1 
Flor, My Death was kind, ſince it prevented ours, - [7 


[Points to the ra : 


{3 


King, What profane Breath was that pronounc'd ber a 


F 
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Alon. When ſhe was good, I own'd that Tile, Sir. 
54 Good !—— by all the Gods ſhe was 6 
als 
As Saints tranſlated to Divine Abodes, 
I offer'd her to be my Queen, — ia 
To ſhare the growing Glories of my Youth ; "PET 4 


But uncorrupied ſhe my Crown contemn'd, 

And on her Virtue" 8 er ſtood thus defended. 

CAlo 1 
oh my Florella let me hers lie fd, [Kusel, 
And never riſe, till I am cold and pale, 

As thou fair Saint art now — But ſure 4 uh 
She cou d not die that noble generous — 
That arm d with Love and Honour, did rebate 
All the fierce Sieges of my amorous Flame, 

Might ſure defend it ſelf againſt thoſe Wounds 

Given by a Woman's Hand, —or rather was a Devil . 


Ru ſes. 
—— What doſt thou merit far ths. Treachery Tak 0 Ye | 
| Thou vileſt of thy Sex d 

But thou'rt a thing I have miſcall d a Mo 

And therefore will not touch thee—— live to ſuffer | | 
By a more ſhameful Way but here ſhe lies, 
Whom 1, tho dead, muſt ſtill adore as living. 

Alon. Sir, pray retire, there's danger in yous IN * 
When I reflect upon this Night's Diſorder, © | 
And the Queen's Aut to raiſe my Jealouſſ 
And after that my Siſter's being murder > 6 
I muſt believe there is —— deeper Plot. 
Something deſign'd : aint your ſacred Perſon. ni tir 

King. Alonzo, raiſe the Court, Vil find it, ann 
Tho twere hid within my Mother's Soul. 

Qu. My gentle Son, pardon my kind miſtake, 
I did believe her arm'd againſt thy Life. 

King. Peace Fury! Not ill boding Rayen Shrieks, 
Nor midnight Cries of murder d Ghoſts, are more 
Ungrateful, than thy faint and dull Excuſes. 
he gone! and trouble not the _ Griefs, 

Which will inſenſibly decay my Life, 2 
Till like a Marble Statue 1 am faxt, 


N | 
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Dropping continual Tears upon her Tomb. 
[Knees and weeps at Horella's Fret. 
Abd, Within.) en _ the Chamber Doors Fire 
and Confuſion + — 
onſume the Spaniſh I for this 
dent to fetch back a Philip, and a —— 
To have my Wite abus d? 
Enter Abdelazer. 
Qu. Patience, dear Abdelaxer. 
Abd. Patience and I am Foes: where's m my Florella by: 
he King / and in Florella's Bed-Chamber 7 
lorella dead too FE: 
Riſe, thou eternal — my Shame 3 ver 
ay thing—to you 1 ſpea - ing riſes. 
| 2 —— throw off Allegiance. trig fo 
Qu. Oh ſtay your Fury, generous Ale. 
Abd. Away, fond Woman. [Throws her from him, 
King, Villain, to me this Language? 
Abd. To thee, young amorous King. 
ow at this dead and ſilent time of Night, V's 
Durſt you approach the Lodgings of my wie 1 15 
King. I ſeorn to anſwer the. L 
Abd, I'll ſearch it in thy Heart then, 
[They fight, Queen and Elv. run out crying Treaſon. 
King. The Devil's not yet ready for his Soul, 
And will not claim his due, —Oh, Iam wounded. [Falls, 
Abd. No doubt on't, Sir, theſe are no Woundsof Love. 


— 


fy 


Ince thoſe Florella gave me were ſufficient: 

And yet a lietle longer, fixing thus 

hou'dſt ſeen me turn to Earth, without thy aid. 

lorella ! Horella. is thy Soul fled fo far 

t cannot anſwer me, and call me on? 

And yet like dying Ecchoes in my Ears, 

hear thee cry, my Love I come I come, fair Soul. 
Thus at thy Feet———my Heart ſhall bleeding lie. 
Who ſince it liv'd for thee for thee—will die. [ Dies. 
Abd. So thou art gone there was a King but now, 
ind now a 3 dull, and breathleſs nothing. 


[4 noiſe of fighting Without, 
prop? Enter 


King, Whate er they be, youmighthaye par dem now, 
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Enter Queen running. | 
Fe fs. Oh Heavens! my Son— the King, the King vi 
| , 
Yet I muſt ſave his Murderer : , my Nr 
Alonzo, Sir, aſſiſted by _ Friends, 
Has ſet upon your Guards, 
And with reſiſtleſs Fury is ; making hither. | 
Abd. Let him come on. 
Enter Alonzo and others, led in by Ofimin, Zanred, 
and Moors. 
Oh, are you faſt? dr kk {Takes away their Sworls 
Alon. What mean'ſt thou, Villain ? 
Abd, To put your Swords to better uſes, bing 
Than io defend the cauſe of Raviſners. 
Alon. Oh Heavens, the King i is murder'd ! 
Abd. Look on that-Obje&a, 
Thy Siſter, and my Wife, who's doubly dend, 
Firſt i in her ſpotleſs Honour, then her Life. 
Alon. Heaven is more guilty than the King in this, 
Qu. * Lords, be calm; and ſince your King | is wut: 
der 
Think of your own 3 Safeties ; rub a new King, 
That may defend you from the Tyrant's Rage. | 
Alon. Who ſhould we chuſe? Prince Philip is our King, 
Abd. By Heaven, but Philip ſhall not be my King; 
Philip's a Baſtard, and Traytor to his Country + : 
He braves us with an Army at our Walls, 


Threatning the Kingdom with a fatal Ruin. ut 
And who ſhall lead you forth to Conqueſt now, nc 
But 4 bdelazer, whoſe Sword reap'd Victory, ſe 
As oft as twas unſheath'd ? — and all for Spain 4 

How many Laurels has this Head adorn'd ? nd 


Witneſs the many Batiles I have won; - 
In which I've emptied all my youthful Veins !— 
And all for Spain \————uograteful of my Favours! 
I do not boaſt my Birth, 

Nor will not urge to you my Kingdom s Ruin; 
But loſs of Blood, and numerous Wounds receiy d 
And ſtill for Spain 1 
And can you think, that after all my Toils, 
I wou'd be till a Slaye !—t0 Baſtard Philip too? 
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hat dangerous Foe, who with the Cardinal, 
hreatens with Fire and-Sword.—1'll quench thoſe Flames, 
uch an eſteem I ſtill pfeſerve for Spain. 
Alon. What means _ "ou Harangue ? what does od 
m2 7 B 281 | 
Abd. To be Proteftor of the Cron of $hain, 
ill we agree about a lawful Succellor. 3 
Alon. Oh Devil! ae 
Qu. We ate betray'd, and ound beste with Hofrors z : 
we deny bim this—the/Power being his, 
Ve're all undone, and Slaves unto his Mercy 
befides Oh give me leave to bluſn Wwlen 1 declare, 
hat Philip isis he has rendred bim. 
ut 1 in love to you, love to my Spain, 
hoſe rather to proclaim my Inſampyj 
han an ambitious Baſtard ſhould be crown'd, 
Alon. Here's a fine Plot, 
V hat Devil reigns in Woman, when ſhe! Fwy ? [4 fide, 
Rod, My LAM 1 fee no n oy he muſt de Pro- 
ctor. . i} 3 £324} 
Alon, Oh 88 you bo oon forgo 
he noble Philip, and his glorious Heir, 
W be murder'd Ferdinand? 

nd Madam, you ſo ſaon forgot a Mother's Mate, 
hat you wou'd give him Power that kill'd your Son? 
Abd. The Modeſty wherewith I'll uſe chat Power, 
hall let you ſee; I have no other Latereſt | 
ut what's ingirely, Spain's. «Reſtore their Swords, 
nd he amongſt you all who is T tp Op | 
ſet him free this minute. | 
Alon, 2 naw nn V7 
nd inſtantly to Philip's Camp will fly. en Exit, 
Abd. By all the Gods my 3 ador'd, 
ut that J ſcorn the envying M orld ſnou d think 
took delight in Blood wou'd mot part fo with you. 

But you, my Lords, who value Spain 8 Repoſe, 

luſt for it inſt antly with me take Arms. 
rince Philip, and the. Cardinal, now. 55 


＋ 


le Jove in Thunder; we in Storms muſt meet chem, | 
o Arms! to Arms! and then to Victory, N 8 
eſolv'd to conquer, or reſolv d to die. [ Exeunt 
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Enter Abdelazer, Oſmin ins. bis — of Fo ' 


9 „er =” 


Zarrack With his Sword and ann. | 


Abd, Ome, Ofmin, arm me quickly z for the Day 
Comes on apace, and a. — 
Will abs advantages by our delay. -- [71 
Enter Queen and Elvira, AL 15 TH £ 
Nu. Oh my dear hoer! TH . -»i 
The rude, x affected Mukkitude - 4 
Tempeſinous as as the Sea run up and 3 
es crying, kill the Baſtard-—fome the 
Theſe for King. Þ oſe for Abdelazer. I 
Abd. Your Fears are idle, blow em into ame" 
I ruſk'd amongſt r f A 
And with the awful Splendor of my 7 
Like the imperious Sun, diſpers' 3 the Conde. 
But I muſt combat now a flercer Foe, 
The 1 , and a jealous Cardinal, N | 
1. An o, before I make you mine 
2 That's — return Yi 
Victory, I 
And lay my Wreaths of Laurel at your Feet, Ti 
Tou ſhall exchange them for your glorious Ferters, 0 
Mc Howe aan dn hefe for” Vieury, whes th Tc 
Numbers "TU 212 Fo 
So far exceed thy Power? : 
Abd, 3 wanting there, we ub ſupply with * 
1 know you will not op at ev, 
That may advance our Intereſt, and ; 
_ Look beck on war — doney. His 
And after that look: forward with Aſſurance. Ay 
Abd. You then (with only Women in your Train) — 
Muſt to the Camp, and to the CardinaPs Tent 3 4 
Tell him, your Love to him barb drawn yowthither : 


Thea undermine r — the way ont 
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And ſooth 1 'Beliefj that the beſt Way ic 
To gain your Heart, is to ſeave Philyp's ret; 7 TT 
Urge 'tis the Ki ay he and your own; a 
And uſe your fierceſt Threats,” © dra kim to a pos 
with me 


Not that you love me, but for tas Kinds good: 
Then in a Tent which 1 will pitch-on 
Get him to meet me: He being drawn | 
Thouſands of Bigots (who think co cheat the World into 
an Opinion, that faghting for the Cardinal is e Worky 
will (when he leaves the Camp) deſert it t 
Qu. I underſtand you, and more than 1 HOPE dne obe 
Inſtructed in, I will perform; and poſſibly Il, 
Before you can begin, Ell end my Coriqueſts:' $1 
Abd. Twill be a Victory worthy of your Beauty. 
I muſt to Horſe, farewel my — Mifeels, | 
24, Farewel !. and may thy Arms as happy prove, 
As ſhall my Art, when. it er Love. 1 


SCE N E, Philip's Tir. 


Enter Philip, Ajoden: and Guards, 0 Kt 
Phil. 'Tis a ſad Story thou haſt told, Alongo3- 
Yet 'twill not make nie ſhed one ũingle Tear: vs 
They muſt be all of Blood that I will offer 
To my dear Brother's Ghoſ.  _ "Qt. i227 
But Ri Friend, this Good his In have done, 

To turn thee oyer to our juſter Iatereſt, 
For thou didſt love him once. | 
ary I'beliey'd-bim men's and for my Siſter's 

e; | 
But ſince, bis Crimes have madea Convert of me. 
Phil. Gods! is it * nul counts. 


24 


nance 
His horrid Villanies 2 | N 
Alon. Nay, worſe n * — tel marcy 5 
in bim. — 
5 Phil. Marry him then here upon' wy Knees 1 yow, 
re Lean 
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ro ſhake all Duty from my Soul; 


ind all that Reverence Children owe a Parent, 
C 2 Shall 
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Shall henceforth be converted into Hate. | [Riſes 
—Damngtion.!:marry him! Ob. I cou'd eatſe nyc Birth! 
This will confirm the World in their Opinion, 17 9944 
That ſhe's the worſt of Women; 145 ws 4 [1 
That 1 am baſely born too, (as ſhe g gives it ow! | 
That Thought alone does a juſt Rage inſpire, 
And kindles round my Heart an active Fire. 
Alon. A Diſobedience, Sir, to ſuch a Parent,” | 
Heaven muſt forgive the Sin, if this be one: 
— Yet do not, Sir, in Words abate that Fire,, 
Which will aflit you a more effeftual wax. 
Phil. Death! I could talk of it an age; 
And, like a Woman, fret my: Anger high 3: ' 
Till like my Rage, I have advanc'd my Courage, 
Able ta fight the World againſt my — ＋ 
Alon. Our Wrongs without a Rage, will make us Fight | 
W rongs that wou'd make a Coward. reſolute. - 
Phil. Come, noble Youth, ifs 7 
Let us join both our ſeveral Wrongs i in one, | 
And from them make a ſolemn Reſolution, "} 
Never to part our Intereſt, till this Moor, | 
This worſe than Devil Moor be Ent to Hell. 
Alon. I do. d nl 
Phil. — Charge is e let's to 
Horle, 
St. Je for the nie of Spain and me. lem 


er HOLD 2: 


„ pn C E N: E, A Grove. 


San and Trumpets: afar afar, with, wolf of febting 
at a 1 : Afrer | a little While, . Philip in 
4 Rage. 
Phil Oh vojuſt Powers! why tor ron this Mon- 
er! 
And this damn'd Cardinal, that comes not up 7 bi 
With: the. Caſtillan Troops? 2 cutſe on his formal Poli 
ticks | 
Euter Alotinoe: i Trac td tas 
— where's the Moor? ped 


” I +6 
Alon 


The Moor's Reven ge. 


53 
Alon. The Moor—a Devil never did Fiend of Hell, 
CompelPd by ſome Magician's Charms, - 


Break thro the Priſon of the folded Earth + -. 
With more ſwift Horrour, than this Prince of Face: 
Breaks thro our Troops in ſpite of Oppoſiion . 
Phil. Death! 'tis not his 0 Arm chat works the 
Wonders, I | 4 
But our Cowardice—Oh this Dog Cardinal 
Enter Antonio, 
Ant. Sound a Retreat, or elſe the Day is loſt. 
Phil, Ill beat that Cur to Death that founds rp 
Enter Sebaſtian, 
Seba ſt. Sound a Retreat. 


Phil, Who is't that tempes my- Sword ?—continue the 
Alarm, 


Fight 2 Pell. mell—fight—kill—be amo any 
thing 


Zut ſound Retr tions this damn'd Coward Cardinal ! 


ö [Exeunts 
The noiſe of fyhting. near; After a Little while enter 
Philip again. 
Phil, Not yet, ye Gods! Oh this eternal Coward! 20 
Enter Alonzo. | 5 
Alon, Sir, bring up yout Reſerves, or all is oſt; Ja) 
Ambition plumes the Moor, and makes him act 2 
Deeds of ſuch Wonder, that even you wou'd envy CE 
Phil. Tis well — I'll raiſe my Glories to that ng 


* height, 

ting Shall darken his, ot ſet in endleſs Night, [Exeunt. 
p in 6. © 
SCENE, A Grove. | 

on- g 


Enter Card. and Queen; the noiſe of Bartel i 
d 4 Qs. By all thy Love, by all chy Languiſhments, 
poli- By all thaſs Sighs and Tears paidto my Cruelty, 

WY By all thy Vows, thy paſſionate Letters ſent, | 
do conjure thee, go not forth to fight: [ 
Command your Troops not to engage with philip 
Who aims at nothing but the 1 run. 
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54 ABDELAZER; or, | 

Fernandes kilꝰd the Moor hf gain'd the Power, 

A Power that you nor Philip can withſtand 3 

And is't not better he were loſt than N 5 

Since one muſt be a Sacrifice? | 

Beſides if 1'durſt tell it, e 11 

There's ſomething I cou'd whiſper — . $oul, X 

Wou'd make thee bluſh at ey*cy ſingle Good 

Thouw'aft done that inſolent Boy; — But tis not now 

A time for Stories of ſo ſtrange a Nature. 

Which when you know, yon will conclude with me, 

That every Man that arms for Philip's Cauſe, 

Merits the name of Traitor. 

Be wiſe in time, and leave his ſhameful Intereſt; 

An Intereſt thou wilt curſe thy ſelf for taking ; 

Be wiſe, and make Alliance with the Moor, 

Card. And Madam, ſhouid I lay afide my Wrongs, 

Thoſe publick Injuries I have receiy'd, | | 

And make a mean and humble Peace with him? 

— ., let Spain be ruin'd by our Civil Swords, 

Fer for its ſafety I forego mine Honour. 

Enter an Officer. 

0B. Advance, Sir, with your Troops, or we are loft, 
Card. Give order | 
Qu. frier they fliy nor onf their Lites; bh bog 

Is this the Duty that you owe your Country? 

Is this your Sanctity and Love to me ? 

Is't thus you treat the Glory 1 have offer'd 

To raiſe you to my Bed? 

To rule a Kingdom, be a Nation's Safety, 

To adyance in hoſtile manner to their Walls ; 

Walls that confine your Countrymen, and Friends, 

And Queen, to whom you've vow'd eternal Peace, 

Eternal Love? And will you court in arms? 

Such rude Addreſſes wou'd but ill become you. 

No, from this hour renounce all Claims to me, 

Or Philip s Intereſt; for let me tell you, Cardinal, 

This Love, and that Revenge, are inconf) ſtent. 
Car 4. But, Madam | 
Qs. No more—disband your Rebel Troops, 

And ſtrait with me to Abdelazer's Tent, 


Where 


—_ - m—_— ee 
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The Moor's Revenge: 
Where all his Claims he ſhall reſign to you, 
Both in my ſelf, the Kingdom, and the Crow:: 
an being departed, thouſands more will leave him, 
And you're alone the Prop to his Rebellion. 
1 Enter Sebaſtian. £ 
Sebaſt. Advance, advance, my Lord, with all your 
Force, | E Te yl 
Or elſe the Prince and Vickory is loft, 
Which now depends upon his ſingle Valour 3 
ho, like ſome antient Hero, or ſome God, 
bunders amongſt the thickeſt of his Enemi 
Deſtroying all before him in ſuch numbers, 
hat Piles of Dead obſtruct his paſſage to the living 
Nelieve him ſtrait, my Lord, with our laſt Cavalry and 
Hopes. 5 1 | | 
Gard. I'll follow inftantly,—— [Ex. Sebaſt;. 
Qu. Sir, but you ſhalt nor, unleſs it be to Death - 
Phall you preſerve the only Man I hate, ws ns... 
And hate with ſo much reaſon ? let him fall 
Victim to an injur'd Mother's Honour. 
Come, I will be obey'd—indeed I muſt— 
| he [Haun on him. 
Card. When you're thus foft, can I retain my Anger ? 
Oh look but ever thus in ſpite of Injuries— 
ſhall become as tame and peaceable, 
As are your charming Eyes, when dreſs'd in Love, 
/ hich melting down my Rage, leave me defenceleſs. 
Ah Madam, have a generous care of me, 
For I haye now refign'd my Power to you. 
[Shout withine 


55 


loft, 


Qu. What Shouts are theſe ? 
Enter Sebaſtian. 
Sebaſt. My Lord, the Enemy is giving ground, 
nd Philip's Arm alone ſuſtains the day: 8 
Advance, Sir, and compleat the Victory. Exit. 
Qu. Give order ſtrait, that a Retreat be ſounded; 
And whilſt they do ſo, by me conducted, 
We'll inſtantly to Abdelazer's Ten. 
Haſte—haſte, wy Lord, whilft I attend you here. 
| | Cx. ſeverally. 
Car- 


7 here C4 
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Cardinal going our, is met by Philip. 

Phil. Oh damn your lazy Order, where haye you been 
hut ds no time for Queſtions, eg (Sir E. 
Move forward with your Reſeryes. .'  - '. - - lf 

Card. I will not, Sir. + 3 . 
JJ ......;. .-...,; > 4 
Card. Now to advance would be impolitick 775 
Already by your deſperate Attem pts | 
You've Joſt the beſt part of our Hopes, - 

Phil. Death! you lye. | 

Card. Lye, Sir?! ö 

Phil. Yes, lye, Sir,. therefore come on, 
Follow the deſperate Reer · Guard, which is mine, 
And where I'll die, or conquer follow my Sword 
The bloody way it leads, or elſe by Heaven 2 
V1! give the Moor the Victory in ſpite,, © 
And turn my Force on thee. N 
Plague of your Cowardice Come, follow me. 
| l Ex. Card. 


5 8 C E N E. 5 The Grove. (>) erm 


. As Philip is going off, he is overtaok by Alonzog Anto- 

'  _nio, Sebaſtian, and other Officers : At, the other ſill 
ſome Moors, and other of Abdelazer's Party, enitt 
and fall on Philip. and the. reſt———the Moors art 
bearen of. one lefi dead on the Stage. 

Enter Abdelazer, with Roderigo and ſome others. 
Abd. Oh, for more Work-——more Souls to ſend to 
„ . | 

— Ha, ha, ha, here's one going thither—Sirrah—Slave 
Moor—who kill'd thee?—how he grins this Breaſt, 
Had it been temper d and made proof like mine, 
It never wou'd have been a Mark for Fools. 

Abd. going out: Enter Philip, Alonzo, Sebaſtian, An- 

a tonio, and Officers, as paſſing over the Stage. 

phil. I' wear my Sword to th? Hilt, but 1 will find 

The Subject of my Vengeance. — 3 NY 
Moor, *cis for thee I > where art thou, Slave? 
IAI. wm 
il 


The Moor's Revenge. 


Oo. 
$7 
Phil, Fate and 8 I thank thee — 
Abd, Why——tborgart/ brave, whoe'er begot thee. 
Phil. Villain, a King begot me. 
Abd. I know not that, . . LA JJ 4 
but 1'11 be ſworn th Mother was a Queen 
ind 1 will kill thee andſomly for ber fate. 
- . [Offers'to' fight, their Parties "hinder them. 
Abe Hold —— hold, my Prince. 
Oſm. | Great Sir, Whar mean you! _—_— Lr Abd. 
be victory being yours, to give your 115 aw 
Dn one ſo mad and deſperate. "[ Their Parti tri. 
Phil. "Alonzo, hold, 
Ve two will be the Fate of this n Day. 1 
Ad. And I'll forego all I've already won, 99G 0 
Ind claim no Conqueſt; tho whole heaps of Bodies, 
Which this Right - hand bas lain, declare me Victor. 
Phil, No matter who" s the Viktor; + 1 have thee in . 
\nd will not leave thee, 
n thou haſt crown'd Miſe Heaps, 434 ings em 5 


The glorious Trophies of m e * * | 


2 
(Sir! ; 
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Alon. You'ſhallnot che thus ſingle; 
you begin, by Heaven we N all fall bn. 2 
Phil. Doſt thou ſuſpe& my Power?/ 
b, 1 am arm'd with more than compleat Steel, 
be Juſtice of my Quarrel; when 1 look 

pon my Father's Wrongs, my Brothe.'s Wounds, 
iy Mother's Infamy, Spain's Miſery, © 

fs am ail Fire; and yet I am too cold 

nd uro let ont Nocd enough for my — 
Therefore ſtir not a Sword on my fide. a 

ave Abd, Nor on mine: AO 

aft, They fght; both their Parties engage on ei ber Fae: 
the Scene draws off,' and diſcovers both the Armies, 
which all fall on and make the main Batiel: Phi- 


An- lip prevails, the Moors give ground: Then the 
| Scene cloſes to the Groves Enter Some Moors Hying ; 
nd in diſorder, *. (07 PAVED 0421 

1 #r 0 ð D [WK 


Ju Soldiers 
25 Abd. I can and muſt. in ſpite of "Re © . 
And daſh the Current of his Victories. 


Lord Cardinal, on my Honour ſo comes he. 


lf ABDELAZBES . 
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SEEN E changes > eco 


Enter URI Roderigo, Oſmin, Zarrack; and 
a 0thers of his Fartyj | 
Red. Oh fly, my; Lord, Ys for the Day. ix loſt, 1 
of d. There are three hundred and odd Days i*th Year, 3 
An cannot we loſe one ?—diſmiſs thy Fear, 
They H make a Coward of the. I 
Ofm...Si the, noble Spaniards have forſook, you; 1 
faint, are round þefeti wih Enemies, 
or can you ſhun your Fate, but by your Flight. 


= 
: * % 


A; 


The Wheel of War War {ball turn about again, 


To meet the Queen and Cardinal; 
And is become a maps Aſs, 
Doſt thou not hear Retreat ſounded ? 
Are Forces ſtronger than Artilleries. 
Qu. What means this Jealouſy? lay by your Weapon 


Thibis the- Tent I've pitch'd, at diſtance fromthe A 
8 *d with the Mag ick of Diſfimulasion, 
now by this he'as farbed his Enſigns up, 
T4 Retreat is ſoundiſ 
1 tis b done : oh my inchanting Engine 
Rod. Sure *tis impo 
Ad. She has preyail'd—a Woman's Tongue and Eye 
Enter Queen, Cardinal, Women, and Soldiers. 
We are betray d 
And embrace the ſight of theſe beget Suſpicion : 
——— — Abdelazer, by my Birth he comes in peace ; 


Abd. Let him withdraw his Troops then. 
Qs. They're Guards for all our Safeties: 
Giye me your Hand, Prince Cardinal—tbine Abdelazer 
2 [She brings them together, they embra 
This bleſt Accord I do bebold with Joy. 
Card. Abdelazer, Dl 
I at the Queen's Command haye met you here, 
To, en what tis you will propoſe to us. 


Abd, Peace and eternal Friendſhip *rwixt-us two. , 
ow much againſt my Will I took up Arms, 
witneſs Heay'n ; nor was it in revenge to ou. 
t to let out th infected Blood of Philip, . 2 
hoſe ſole aim | | | 
to be King--which Spain will never ſuffer; 
ain gave me Education, tho not Birib, 
W hich bas intitled it my native Home, 
>» which ſuch Reverence and Eſteem I bear, 
Will preſerve ic from the Tyrant's Rage. 

e People who once loyd him, now abhor bim, 

d *tis your Power alone thar buoys him up: 
d when you've lifted him inta a Throne, 
is time t@ſhake you off. 1 
Card, Whilſt I behold him as my native Prince, 
Honour and Religion bids me ſerve him; 
Wt not when I'm conyinc'd that wbilſt I do ſo, 
njure Spain. 1 15 


e ſhould not ſerve, adore, and fight far him; 
t Philip is a Baſtard: nay, "will ſurprize ye, 
t that tis Truth, the Queen will fatisfy you. 


0 bluntly, Abdelazer, you repeat | | 
Wat which by flow Degrees you ſhou'd have utter d. 
Aba, Pardon my Roughneſs, Madam, 1 meant well. 


by ſuch Arts you, wou'd divide me from him, 
all ſuſpect you wou'd betray us both. poten 
Qu. Sir, he informs you Truth; and I bluſk leſs. 
d own him ſo, than that he is a Traitor, . 

Card. Philip a Baſtard ! oh it cannot be. 
dam, take heed you do not for Revenge, 

rter your dearer Honour, and loſe both. 

. I know What's due to Honour, and Revenge, 
t better what I owe to Spain, and YOU... 

du are a Prince o'th* Blood, and may put off 

he Cardinal when you pleaſe, and be a Monarch. . 
Card. Tho my Ambition's equal to my Paſſion, 


- Abi 
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Abd. If he were fo. the Powers above forbid 3. : a 


Qu, With one bold Word he has undone my Honour, | 
|  [Weeptn... * 


1 


dew 
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Neither fha!l make me act againſt thoſe rind, 
My Honour ever taught me to obey... 
and, Madam—— 1 

*Tis leſs a Sin, not to believe you bee? enn 

Than *tis to doubt your Viriu. 8 
Qs. I wiſh it were untold, if it muſt forfeit 

The leaſt of your Eſteem. but that tis Truth, 

Be witneſs Heav'n, my Shame, my Sighs, and Tex: 4 

Card. Why, Madam, was't ſo long conceal'd from me 1 
Qs, The Canes I ftalt at leifure tell you: I 

And for the preſent, | 

Leet it ſuffice, he cannot rule in Spain, 

Nor can you fide with him, without being mad 

As much incapable to reign as he. 
Card, Tho Love and Honour 1 have always made 

The Buſineſs of my Life; | 

My Soul retains too ſo much of Ambition, 

As puts me ſtill in mind of what 1 am, 

A Prince, and Heir to Spain © 

Nor ſhall my blinded Zeal to Loyalty, 

Make me that glorious Intereſt refign, 

Since Philip% Claims are not ſo great as mine. 

Madam, tho I'm convinc'd I've done amiſs 

In taking Arms for $77 

Yer teil be _— ro engage my ſelf. | 

Peel it in 2 head of all your Troops,” 

The Juſtice of your Cauſe for leaving him ; ; 

And tell *em, 'tis a Work of Piety 

To follow your Example. 

The giddy Rout are guided by Religion, 

More than by Juſtice, Reaſon, or Allegiance. 

—— The Crown which I as a good Husband keep, 

I will lay down upon the empty Throne; 

Marry you the Queen, and fill it—and for me, 

IIl ever pay yow Duty as a Subject. NN low, 
Card. On theſe Conditions all I am is yours ; 

Philip we cannot fear, all he can do 


I for refuge into Port ugal. 4 
s to retice or refuge i g 14 


9 © + 


2 low, 


Abd. 
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Ad. That wou'd be dangerous — 4 
Is there no Arts to get him in qur Power dic Ribe 5 
Card. Perhaps by Policy, and ſeeming 3 


For we have r yet to fear his Force; 


And ſince I'm ſatisfy'd he's not N. lawful die, 
] cannot think it an Impiety ©: * 


To ſacrifice him to the Peace of Spain, 
And every Spirit that loves Liberty: 


Firſt we'll our Forces join, and make em \ yours, e Ka UE 
Then give me your Authority to arreſt him; oY. 


If ſo we can ſurprize him, wey . the hazard | = 
Of a ſecond Battel. | 


Abd, My Lord, retire 1520 my inner Tent, 95 . 55 8 


And all things ſhall be inftantly perform'd, - [Extunt, 


SCENE, The Grove. 


Enter ſome” of Philip's Party running ee %s Star, 
pur ſu d by Philip, ones Seba, Antonio, and 
ſome few _— more; * 

Alon. Do not em, Sir, ſuch coward Slaves 2:4 

Deſerve not Death — that · illuſtrious Hand. | 
Phil. Eternal Plagues conſume em in their Flight; 
Dh this damn'd coward Cardinal has betray'd us! 

hen all our Swords were nobly dy'd in Blood, 
When with red Sweat that trickled from our Wounds 

e ad dearly earn'd the long diſputed un, 3 

Then to lof! all, then to ſound baſe Retreat; - one 
t (wells my Anger up to perfect Madneſs. 

Alon. Indeed *rwas wondrous ſtrange, 

Seba ſt. 'm glad, Sir. 

Phil, Art glad of it?. art glad we are ablndon'd ; ? 

bat I, and thou have loſt the hopefuPſt Day— 

Sebaſt Great Sir, I'm glad that you came off alive. 

Phil. Thou haſt a lean Face — and a carrion Heart— - 

plague upon the Moor, and thee—Oh Alonxo, 

o run away —follow'd by all the Army.! 

h cou'd tear my Hair, and curſe my Soul to Air! 
rdinal—thou Traitor, Judas, that would'ſt fell 

hy God again, as thou haſt done thy Prince. 
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But come we re yet a few, T iN 
And we will fight tilbethere be 00 wilt of 
If 1 prove him, Tihdie a glorious death. a 
Ant. aj but eke AED prous Care 
It ſhall bein our Beds. 112218) 01:15 | 
Sebaſt. We are as bad as one already, Sir 3 for al our 
Fellows are crawl'd home, ſome with ner a Leg, | others 
with neer an Arm, ſome with their Wyſs! — e ane! 
glad they eſeap'd ſo. 1 
Phil. But my dear Countrymen, zern 0 e, | 
1 Sold. Ay, wow'd: I were well off L a 
Phil. Speak ſtout Sceva, wilt thou not? | 
1 Sold. 90 Sir, 3 25 * 10.1 % 
Phil, Agal ant Rowan, that t by Ceſar's 
Till all his Body cover'd o'er e 4 . 
Shew'd like a monſtrous Porcupine. 
1 Sold. And did be die, Sir? 
Phil, He wou'd not but have dy d for Ce/ar's Empire, 
E Sold. Hah—why, Sir, um none of Sceva, bum ho- 
neſt Diego, yet would as willingly die as he, — | 
have a Wife and Children; and if I die they beg. 
Phil. For every drop of Blood which ihou halt * 
Il give thy Wife —a Diadem. 
$94. Stark mad, as I am valiant! _ 
Enter Card. officers and Soldiers: Philip offers 10 run en 71 
| him, is held by Alonzo. 1 
Phil. Oh Heav'n'! is not that the Cardinal ? 
Traitor, how dar ſt thou tempt my Rage, and Juſtice?” 
Card, Your Pardon, Sir, 1 come in humbia Love 
To offer happy Peace. r 
Phil. Was that thy Aim when baſs Mens was founded? 
Oh thou falſe Cardinal—let me go, Alonzo ——— 
Death! offer happy Peace! no, offer War, 
Bring Fire and Sword—Hell and Damnation Peace] 
Oh damn your muſty DOG, will you fight and cry, 
Down with the Moor! and chen Þll 81 in peace. 
1 have a Heart, two Arms, a Soul, a Head, 
I'll hazard theſe can but hazard — 
Come I will kneel to thee—and be thy Slave LK Nee, 
I'll let thee tread on me, do any thing, | 
So this damn'd Moor may fall, Card. 


K 


=» & 


The. Moor's A 
Card, Yes, Sir, he ſnall CD 
Phil. Gods! ſhall he——54by. noble Hang upon , 
And for this romiſe, take my grate - 525 ebe . 
ball 4bdelaxer fall! 

Card. Yes, upon thee 
Like the tall Ruins of a falling Tower, + þ | | 
To cruſh thee into Duſt . | — ] 

[As they embrace, the Guards ſeize 3 the reſt. | | 
Traitor and Baſtard, 1 arreſt thee of High · Treaſon. | 
Phil, Hah . . Baſtard and from thee 
Fhey hold Philip's Hands, 

Cars. Guards, to your Har the Priſoner is 
There's your Warrant - Alone, Tu E free. LEX. Card. 

Phil. Prithee lend me one Hand —r to wipe my Eyes, 

And ſee who *'tis dares authorize this Ta 
—— The Devil and his Dam! the Moor and Queen : 
Their Warrant !-—— Gods! Alonzo, mult we obey it? 


—— Oh doſt thou weep, Alonzo: 
| Alon, I wou' d fain ſhed a Tear 
W But from my Tears ſo many Show'rs are gone, 
They are too poor to pay your Sorrows Tribute; 
n There is no Remedy, we muſt to Priſon, 
not Phil, Yes, and from thence to Death 
| I thought I ſhould have had a Tomb hung round 
With tatter d Enſigns, broken Spears and Javelins; 
And that my Body, with a thouſand Wounds,  _.. 
Shou'd have been born on ſome triumphant Chariot, 
With folemn Mourning, Drums, and Trumpets founding ; 
Wbilſt all the wondring World with Grief mh Envy, 


te. Villains, you cannat be — N thre, no Priſon, - 
ho- No Dungeon deep enougb; no Gate ſo ſtro 
at 1 To keep a Man confn't—— 255 FO e 


Had wiſh'd my glorious Deſtiny their own: / 4 

But now, Alonzo like a Beaſt I fall, - _ 

And hardly Ee my Funeral. _ LExeutth 
AC.T 


Card. 


= 
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A C T V. SCENE I. 4 Preſence 
Chamber, with 47. brone and C Canopy. 


Enter Abdelazer, Cardinal, e Ordonio; Roderigd, 1 
and other Lords, one beariny the Crown, which is lad 
on the Table on a Cuſhion ; the Queen, Leonora, ani 
| Ladies) "They all ſeat themſelves, leaving the Thron 
' and Chair of State empty,” Abdelazer- riſes - and bow, 3 

* mm, kneeling proſens; him with the Crown, bo 

Abd. \ Randees of Spain, if in this royal Preſence”. Ml 

1 There breathes a Man,who' having! laid his koi 

So aN on 7 fach Jewel, and dares wear 1 

In the Contempt of Envy, as I dare; 1 

Yet uncompell'd (as freely as the Gods 41 7244. aun 

Beſtow their Bleſſings) wog'd give fuch Wealth away; 

Let ſuch a Man ſtand forth are 5e Alf fed? 2 * 

No wonder, ſince a King's x" Davy.” e , ae 

And who'd not be 2 ne 


This glorious Proſpect, when I firſt faw ine Light,” wo 


\ 


Met with my Infant Hopes; nor have thoſe Fetters 
(Which e er they grew towards Men Spain taught me howy | 
wear 
Made me * what's due to chat illuſtrious Birth 3 
— Yet thus——1 caſt aſide the Rays of Majefty—— 
xml, and lays the Crown on the Tab 
And on my Knee do humbly offer up Abs 
This ſplendid powerful thing, and eaſe 325 reas 
of Uſurpation and of Tyranny. e 
Alon. What new Device is * abe! ILA 
Card. This is an Action Wa vert Te — 
Let us proceed to new Election. 
Abd. Stay, Peers of Spain,” | b. (On 
Tf young Prince Philip be King Phil'p*s 3 en 
Then is he Heir to Philip, and his Crown ; 
But if a Baſtard, then he isa Rebel, 
And as a Traitor to the Crown ſhou'd bleed : 
That dangerous popular Spirit muſt be Jaid, 
Or Spain muſt languiſh under civil Swords ; : 
And Portugal taking advantage of thoſe Diſorde: 5, 
Aſſiſted by the . ee within, 
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f Philip live; will bring Confuſion home. - 


Our Remedy for this is firſt to pow, "AF 15 2 
C6: \nd then proclaim him Baſtarc. n 808 
| Alon. That Project wou aden eng your Poltcks [fide 


How ſhou'd we prove him Baſtard!? ? 
Abd. Her Majeſty being lately urg d by Conſcience, 
ad much above her Honour prizing San, 
eclar'd this Secret, but has not nam'd the Mn; 
be be noble and a Spaniard born 
e ſhall repair her Fame by marrying her. 
Card. No; Spaniard, or Moor, the daring Slave ſhalldie. 
Qs. Would 1 were cover'd with a Veil of N ight, 2 
bat I might hide the Bluſhes on my Cheeks! [* ut 
Wu when your Safety comes into Diſpute, ' 
y Honour, nor my Life muſt come in competition. 

['ll therefore hide my Eyes, and bluſhingo n, 
hat Philip's Father is 'th' Preſence now. | 
Alon, I'th' Prefence ! name bim. 
Qu. The Cardinal Log — as aum. 
Card, How's this, Madam! 0 
Abd. How } the Cardinaaʒl! 
Card. 1 Philip's Father, Madam ages 
Qs. Dull Lover—is not all this done for thee? 
oſt thou not ſee a Kingdom and my ſelf, 1 

this Confeſſion, thrown into thy Arms! > f 
Card, On Terms ſo infamous I muſt deſpiſe it, 
Lu. Have I'thrown by all Senſe of Modeſty, | 
o render you the Maſter of my Bed, 
0 be refus'd-—was there any other way 3 oA 
Card, I cannot yield; this Cruelty tranſcends. ;A 
| you have ever done me Heavens ! what a Conteſt 
Love and Honour {wells my riſing Heart 
Qs. By all my Love, if you refuſe me now, 
ow when I have remov' 4 all Difficulties, 
be reveng'd a thouſand killing ways. 
Card, Madam, I cannot own ſo falſe a thing, 
y Conſcience, and, Religion will not ſuffer me. 
u. Away with all this Canting ; Conſcience, and Reli- 
o, take advice from nothing but from Love. (PO : 
Card 'Tis certain I'm bewitch'd - ſhe bas a Spell, 
lin thoſe charming Lips, 
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66 AZDBELAZER;' 
Alon. Prince Cardinal, hat ſay you to this? . 
Card. I cannot bring i it forth 
Ns. Do't, or thou rt loſt ſor ever. Nee 
Card. Death! Whar's a Woman's" Tower? 
And yet I can reſiſt ii. 
Qz. And dare you difobey ue? * 
Card, 1s't not enough ye given you i wp iy Bom 
Nay, and reſign'd my Life into your Hands, 
But you wou'd damn me too—1I will not yield —— 
Oh now I find a very Hell within me; 
How am I' miſguided by my Paſſion! 
Alon. Sir, we attend your Anſwer. © 
Qs. Tis now near twenty Years, when 
And *tis the Cuſtom here to marry ry young, 
King -Philip made a War in a i 
Won Tunis, conquer 'd Fx, and hand to hand” 
Slew great Abdela, King of Fez, and Father. | 
To this Barbarian Prince, 
Abd. 1 was but young, and yet 1 welfremjuliger 
My Father's Wound—poor Barbary—but no more. 
V. In abſence of my King, 1 al retir'd, ; 
Shut up in my Apartment with my W 8 5 
Suffering no Viſits, but the Cardinals, n 
To whom the King had left me as bis Ohatge | 
But he, unworthy of that Truſt repos'd, 
Soon turn' his Buſineſs imo Love. "A 
Card. Heavens! how will this Story end? \ (4 h 
Qu. A Tale, alas! unpleaſant to my Ear, 
And for the which 1 baniſh'd him my Preſence. „ 
But oh the Power of Gold! he- bribes my Women, 
That they ſhould tell me (as a Secret too) 
The King (whoſe Wars were finiſh'd) would return, 
Without acquainting any with the time; 
He being as jealous, as I was fair and young, 
Meant to ſurprize me in the dead of Night : 
This paſs'd upon my Youth, which ne'er knew art. 
Card. Gods ! is there any Hell but Woman' 5 Faſfhioo 


Au. The following Night 1 baſted to my Bed, 
To wait my expected Bliſs nor was it long 


Before his entle Steps a roach'd m Ears. HL. 
8 PS app Y Uadrel 
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dreſi'd he came, and with a yigorcus haſte 
to my yielding Arms: I calſ'd him King, 
dear lov'd Lord; ets bn: return he breath'd 
| * Boſom, in entle W 
8 ag my Angel! 25 loy'd We 7 
a at chat word — need not tell the reſt; 
Aon. What's all this, Mad to the Cardinal? 
.. Ab, Sir, the Night too ſhort for his Careſſes, 
ade room for Day, Day that betray'd my Shame; 
r in my guilty Arms I found the Cardinal. | 
Alon, Madam, why did not you complain of this ? 
. Alas, I was but young, and full of Fears; 
ES hful, and donbtful of a juft Belief, 
owing King Philip's raſh and jealous Temper 3 
from your Juſtice I expect Revenge 


1 — 


Card. Have you betray'd me by m too much Faith? 

ſhameleſs Creature, am 1 diſarm'd for this ? 

2d I but ſo much Eaſe to be inrag'd, 

eI ſhou'd kill thee for this Trexcherp: 

t I'm all Shame, and Grief———By all thars hol, 

Lords, I never did commit this Crime. 

Abd. Tis but in vain, Prince Cardinal, to deny i ite 

Qs. Do not believe him, Lords 

venge let Sentence paſs upon the Traitor. 

Card. lown that Name with Horror, which you drew me 

= [ betray'd the belt of Men, and Princes; (to, 
tis but juſt you fir me fot Deſpairs, ö N 

bat may inſtruct me how to follow him in Death: 

t as I'm Prince o'th Blood, and Cardinal too, 

u cannot be my Judges. | 

4bd. You ſhall be try'd, Sir, as becomes your Quality. 

mn, we commit the Cardinal to your Charge. 

Card. Heaven ! ſhou'd I live to that! No, 

ave within me a private Shame, 

at hall ſecure me from the publick one. 

lon, A pretty turn of State — we ſhall all follow, Sir. 

ard, The Powers above are juſt : 

us I my Prince a Sacrifice firſt made, 

d now my ſelf am on the Altar laid. 155 Card. We 

(bd, Madam, — you've ated ſo divinely, 


ndrels You've. 


Rod. His Crime, my Lords, is Death, by all our Laws 
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You've fill'd my Soul with new admiring 3 
I'll wait on you in your Apartment inſtanily, 
And at your ;Feet pay all my, Thanks, and D 12 
Qu. Make haſte, my Jearcf Moor, whillt I retire, 
And fit my Soul to ect kind Deſi fan. 
Ex. Queen and ber Train; Leon, — 
- low, is ſtaid by Abl. 1 
| Aba. Stay, beauteous Maid, tay; andreceive har 1 
> . [Leads her il 
Which; as your due, Heav'n and ail Sbain preſent you wil 
Alon, But granting Phalip is—that thing you call hu 
If we muſt grant him ſo, who then ſhall reign'?, , 
Not that we do notknow who ought to reign, - '- i 
But ask who 'ris-you will permit: I doſo. .. ' [Ta 
Abd. Who but bright Leonora the Royal Off-ſpi 
Of noble Philip, whoſe Innocence and Beauty, | 
Without th? advantage of her glorious Birth, 
Merits all Adoration. 
All. Wich Joy we do falue her Queen. 
Abd. Live Leonora ! beauteous Queen of Spain J [$ 
Alon. From Abdelazer this 1 it cannot wy. 
At leaſt not ela. | BY 
Abd. My Lords, 9 
Be it now your Care magnificently to provide 
Both for the Coronation, and the Marriage 
Of the fair Queen; 
Let nothing be omitted that may ſhew, | 
How we can pay, where we ſo yaſtly owe. [. 
Alon. I am much bound to Spain, and e 1 
For this grea Condeſcenſion. | 
| Leo. My Lords, I thank ye all, 
And moſt the gallant Moor—I am not well 
12 to 
Something ſurrounds my Heart ſo full of Death, 
I muſt retire to give my Sorrow Breath. 
[Ex. Leo, follow'd by all bat Abd. and Rod.1 
5 looks on Abd, Ty | 
Rod. Sir, what have you done? 
Abd. What every Man that loves like me ſnou d do 
Undone = ſelf for ever, to on: 


» 
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e Moment s thought in ber, that I adore ber; 
at ſhe may know, none ever loy'd like m, 
W thrown away the Diadem of Spain —— © © 
W Tis gone! and there's no more to ſet but * 3 
Heart) at all, and at this one laſt Caſt, e 
ep up my former Loſſes, or be undone. en | 
6. You court at a vaſt Rate, Sir. | : 
4. Ob, ſhe's a Goddeſs ! a Creature made by Han: 
Wake my proſperous Toils all ſweet and charming! 
muſt be Queen, I and the Gods decree it. 
od, Sir, is ſhe not deſign'd Alonzo's Bride? 
ad. Yes, ſo her ſelf and he have ill agreed j 
Heav'n and I am of another Mind, 
muſt be firſt obey d. 
od. Alonzo will not yield his Intereſt eaſily, 
bd, Wou'd that were all my ſtop to Happineſs ; 2 
Roderigo, this fond amorous 8 OL 27% 
heavy on my b . 
. She's but a — nor e Lives thas ee! 
Wd. True, Roderigo, and thou haft dealt in Murders, .. a 
knowſt the ſafeſt way to- 4 
Jad. How, Sir Nee 2 . 5 
bd. Thou dar ſt not ſure * to any Vis; 2 
Hell inſpir'd thee with leſs Excellency 5 
W Arts of killing Kings, thou'dſt n&er been ard 
hat exalted Height, © have known my Secrets. fu ORE 
pd, But, Sir ; 
bd, Slave, look back upon the Wreichedneſ I took . 
t Merits hadſt thou to deſerve my — 0 N K. 
ice, brave proſperous Vice? 8 RW 2 
neither wiſe; nor valiant. — | 
d. 1 own my ſelf chat Creature rais'd by you, x 
live but to repay you, name the way. 
d. My buſineſs is to have the Queen remoy'd ; 
loes expect my coming this very Hour; - . 
when ſhe does ſo, tis her Cuſtom to be retir 'd, 
{ng all: Attendants, but Elvira, ' - © 4 
4. The reſt I need not be inſtructed i in. (kx. Rod. 
| Enter Oſmin. 
au'd do. The Cardinal, Sir, is cloſe confin'd with * . 


| 
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Ad. Tis well. 
oſm. And do you N it *. Sie, ck 1 lin 
Abd. No, this day they both. muſt die, ſome ſort of De 
That ma be thought was. given them by.themſelyes ; 
I'm ſure I give them cauſe—0/win, view well " = 
Whoever brings this Token to your Hanes, . 
Without conſidering Sex, or Quality, - | 
Let *embe kill'd. | 
N /e. N wil fall be boy's in-orey things - | 
1 


S C E N E. L ara 
and Chair. 8 b 


hh? | Enters — and Elvira; 
1. a, haſt thou m made 
| N receive my Mar? 15 * Ps | 
Are they all gay, as Altars, when forme Monarch. 
Is there to offer up rich Sacrifices ? / 4 2506 
Haſt thou iirew'da allthe Floor bis Feet muſt 
With the ſoft new · born Beauties of the . 00 
Elv. Madam, I've done as you-cominanded” me. 
Qu. Let all the Chambers too be fill'd with Lights 
There's a Solemnity methinks in Night, 
That does inſinuate Love into the Soul, 
And makes the baſhful Lover more alfar'd. | 
Elv, Madam, 20H wt, 
You ſpeak as if r wade 
Que, My firſt! Oh Elvira, his Power, like hig Chan 
His Wit, or Bravery, every hour renews 3 5 
Love gathers Sweets like Flow rs, which grow n 


1 


1 


The nearer they approach Maturity. 

Hark! *tis my Moor, him ademirance fri, ar 

The Thought comes der me like a gentle Gale, ua 

Raiſing my Blood imo a cheuſand Curls. 2 
Eu. Madam, it is a Prisſt—- +} 05 


Qu. A Prieſt! Oh ſend himquickly hencez 
I wau'd not have ſo cold and dull an Obe, 
Meet with my nobler Senſe, tis mortifying. 
v. OF is ſome Petirion from . 


— — 
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V. Haſte then, and kill 2 thou art my Made 
Nor had his Hand, if not by the dr enge le 
Aim' d at a Sin ſo. dangerous. e 1808 5 

Abd, Surely ſhe'll Nef. — 
Can Miſchief: Fall beneath this reverend 22 
Confeſs who taught thee ſo much er 1 

Confeſs, or I will — 01 15 dre 

Rod. The Cardinal. d eam a. G's fig 

Qu. The Cardinal l“ Nees N07 i wil 

Abd. Oh impious Traitor! | 
How came I mention'd then ? 19%.l5 0: ho 2136 wil 

Nen. To get Admittance. ei r 

© Abd. But why da 1 delay by Puniſhment? ? 
Die,—and be damn d together LAſide. J. | { Stabshi 
But oh my Queen Elvira, call for . 

Have I remoy'd all that oppos'd our Flame, [Km 
To have it thus blown out, thus in a Minute? 
When I, all full of :youthful Fire, all Love, 

Had rais d my Soul with Hopes of near Delights, 

To meet thee cold, and pale; to find thoſe Eyes, 
Thoſe charming Eyes thus auen ye Powers 
Take all the Proſpect of my future Joys, . 
And turn it to Deſpair, ſince thou art gone. * Ba 1( 2M 

Nu, Ceaſe, . ceaſe your kind Complaints—my ſtrugli 
Twixt Death—and Love—holds an uneaſy Conteſt, 
This will not let it ſtay. nor that depart: 
And whilſt I hear thy Voice chus breathing * | 
It boyers ſtill about the grateſul Sauad. 5 0 nll 
My Eyes bave took— an everlaſting Leave 
| of all that bleſt their Sight. und now a gloomy Darknel 
Benights the wiſhing Senſe, that Vainly ſtrives. ** , 
To take another View ; but *tis too late, 

And Life and Love muſt eswe Dance; * 
he Di 

Abd. Farewel;my greateſh,] Plague, (te riſee with 7 
Thou wert a moſt impolitick loving thing; 

And having done my Bus neſs Which thou wert bac 10 
Nas time thou ſhouldſt retirfedm. 
And leave me ſree to love, and reign alone. IT 

_— Leonora, Alonzo, Ordonio, and other Men 

| and Womens c 
Ol 


3.1 


1 


Con 
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— 
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me all the World, and pay your Sorrows here, 

ce all the World has Intereſt in this Loſs, 

Aon. The Moor in Tears! nay, then the Sin was his. 
eon. The Queen my Mother dead! 

dw many Sorrows will my Heart let in, 

r it wil break in pieces. | 

Alon. I know the Source of all this Villany, 

4 need not ask you how the Queen came murder'd. 
lv, My Lord, that Fryer, from the Cardinal, did it. 
Alon. The Cardinal ! | 

s poſſible, for the Injuries ſhe did him 


Fair, your Griefs have been ſo juſt of late, 
are not beg that you would weep no more; 
o every Tear thoſe lovely Eyes let fall, 
e me a killing Wound Remove the Body. 
Guards remove the Body. Ex. all but Alon. and Leon. 
h Objects ſuit not Souls ſo ſoft as thine, 
eon. With Horrors I am grown of late familiar 3 
ww my Father die, and live the while; 
bw my beauteous Friend, and my lov'd Siſter, 
rella, whilſt her Breaſt was bleeding freſh ; 
y, and my Brother's too, all full of Wounds, 
beſt and kindeſt Brother that ever Maid was bleſt wich z 
dr Philip bound, and led like Victims for a Sacrifice; 
this I ſaw and liv d 
d canſt thou hope for Pity from that Heart, 
ofe harden'd Senſe is Proof *gainſt all theſe Miſeries? 
is Moor, Alonzo, is a ſubtle Villain, | 
of ſuch Power we ſcarce dare think him ſuch, 
(lon, Tis true, my charming Fair, he is that Villain, 
ill and powerful too; yet he has a Heart 
it may be reach'd with this but *tis not time, 

g [ Points to his Sword. 
muſt diſſemble yet, which is an Art | 
d foul for Souls ſo innocent as thine, 
Enter Abdelazer. 


will he not allow us ſorrowing ume ? 
6d, Madam, come to pay my humbleſt Duty, 
D 


EO b II. And 


u'd be repair'd with nothing leſs than Death, [ Aſide, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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And know what Service you command your Slave, 
Leon. Alas, I've no Commands; or if I had, 
1 am too wretched now to be obey'd. | 
Abd. Can one fo fair, and great, ask any thing 
Of Men, or Heaven, they wou'd not grant with Joy 
| Leon. Heav'ns Will I'm not permitted to diſpute, | 
And may implore in vain ; but tis in you MR 
Togrant me what may yet preſerye my Life, q 
Abd. In me! in me! the humbleſt of your Creaui 
By yon bright Sun, or your more ſplendid Eyes, 1 
I wou'ddiveſt my ſelf of every Hope, 
To gratify one ſingle Wiſh of yours. 
—— — Name but the way. | 7 
Leon, 1 am ſo unhappy, that the only thing 4 
I have to ask, is what you muſt deny; 1 
The Liberty of Philiy * 
Abd. How! Philip's Liberty and muſt I grant ü? 
1 (in whoſe Hands Fortune bad put the Crown) : 
Had I not lov'd the Good and Peace of Spain, 
Might have diſpos'd it to my own Advantage; 
And ſhall that Peace, 
Which I've preferr'd above my proper Glories, 
Be loſt again in him, in him a Baſtard ? 155 
111 Alon, That be's a Baſtard, is not, Sir, beliey'd; 
__ And ſhe that cou'd love you, might after that 
Uh Do any other Sin, and *twas the ſeat | 
Of all the Number to declare him Baſtard. 
Abd. How, Sir! that cou'd love me! what is there 
Or in my Soul, or Perſon, may not be beloy'd ? 
Alon. I ſpoke without Reflection on your Perſon, 
But of diſhoneſt Love, waich was too plain, 
From whence came all the Ills we have endur'd ; 
And now being warm in Miſchiefs, | 
q Thou doſt purſue the Game, till all be thine, 
Abd, Mine! | 
Alon, Yes, thine | 
The little humble Mask which you put on 
Upon the Face of Falſhood, and Ambition, 
Is eaſily ſeen thro; you gave a Crown, 
But you'll command the Kingly Power ſtill, 


it it? 


n, and disband, deſtroy or ſave at Pleaſure. - 
Abd. Vain Boy, (whoſe higheſt Fame, 

that thou art the great Alvars's Son 

here learnt you ſo much daring, to npbraid 
generous Power thus falſly—do you know me? 


abs. Yes, Prince, and *tis that Knowledge makes me 


dare; 
now thy Fame in Arms; I know in Battels 
ou haſt perform'd Deeds much above thy Years ; 


WW Infant Courage too 


WW the ſame Maſter taught) grew up to thine, 

hen thou in Rage out · didſt me, not in Bravery. 

I know thou'ſt greater Power too thank thy Treachery ! 

Aa. Doſt thou not fear that Power? ; 

Alon, By Heaven not I, 
hilt I can this command. | 
[ Lays his Hand on his Sword, 

Abd. I too command a Sword. | | 

WL Abd. lays his Hand on his, and comes cloſe up to him. 

not to draw on thee, Alonzo ; 

ce can prove thy Accuſation falſe 

ways more grateful—take this Ring, 4lonzo x 

e ſight of it will break down Priſon-· Gates, 

d ſet all free, as was the firſt- born Man. 

(lon. What means this turn? 

d. To enlarge Philip; but on ſuch Conditions, 

you think fit to make for my Security: 

d as thou'rt brave, deal with me as I merit. 

{lon, Art thou in earneſt ? 

ibd. I am, by all that's ſacred, _ _ - 

eon. Oh let me fall before you, and ne'er riſe, 

have made you know, what. Gratitude - - 

it for ſuch a Bounty. 7 

e, my Alon xo haſte— and treat wich philip; 

do I wiſh his Freedom, but on ſuch Terms 

ay be advantageous to the Moor. 

lov, Nor 1, by Heaven I know the Prince's Soul, 

dit be fierce, has Gratitude and Honour; 

| for a Deed like this, will make returns, — . 

45 are worthy of the brave Obliger. [Exit Alon. 
| D 2 A. 


* 
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76 ABDELAZ ER; or, MI 
Abd. Yes, if he be not gone to Heaven before jolf 
A [4 


—— What will become of Abdelazer now, 
Who with his Power has thrown away his Liberty? 
Leon, Your Liberty ! Oh Heaven forbid that you, 
Who can ſo generouſly give Liberty, *" * 
Should be depriy'd of it! ET, 
It muſt not be whilſt Leonora lives. 
Abd, *Tis ſhe that takes it from me. 
Leon. I! Alas, I wou'd not for the World 
Give you one minute's Pain. | 
Abd. You cannot help it, *tis againſt your Will; 
Your Eyes inſenſibly do wound and kill. 
Leon, What can you mean ? and yet I fear to know 
Abd. Moſt charming of your Sex! had Nature mad 
This clouded Face, like-to my Heart, all Love, 
Je might have ſpar'd that Language which you dread ; 
_ Whoſe rough harſh ſound, unfit for tender Ears, 
Will ill expreſs the Buſineſs of my Life. | 
Leon. Forbear it if that Buſineſs, Sir, be Love. 
Abd. Gods | ; 
Becauſe 1 want the art to tell my Story 
In that ſoft way, which thoſe can do whoſe Buſineſs 
Is to be ſtill ſo idly employ d. 
I muſt be ſilent and indure my Pain, 
Which Heaven ne'er gave me ſo much tameneſs for. 
Love in my Soul is not that gentle thing 
It is in other Breaſts z inſtead of Calms, 
It ruffles mine into uneaſy Storms. «7 
I wou'd not love, if I cou'd help it, Madam ; 
But ſince tis not to be reſiſted here—— _ 
Lou muſt permit it to approach your Ear. 
Leon. Not when I cannot hear it, Sir, with Hond 
Abd. With Honour ! 1 | 
Nay, I can talk in the Defence of that: 
By all that*s ſacred, tis a Flame as virtuous, 
As every Thought inhabits your fair Soul, 
And it ſhall learn to be as gentle too 
for I muſt merit you———— * 1 
Teon. I will not hear this Language; merit me ; 
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Ire I 5 Abd. Yes—why not ? TIS þ | | IS 
[Aa ou re but the Daughter of the King of Spain, 
nad lam Heir to great Abdela, Madam; 


cin command this Kingdom you poſleſs, 

f which my Paſſion only made you Queen) 

and re aſſume that which your Father took 

om mine—a Crown as bright as that of Spain. 
Leon. You ſaid you wou'd be gente . _ 
a. Iwill; this ſullen Heart ſhall learn to bow, 
ad keep it ſelf within the Bounds of Love; _ 
Language [1] deliver out in Sighs, 

oft as the W hiſpers of a yielding Virgin. 

WT cou'd transform my Soul into any Shape; 

ay, I could eyen teach my Eyes the Art 

o change their natural Fierceneſs into Smiles; 

W hat is't I wou'd not do to gain that Heart? 
Leon, Which never can be yours ! that and my Vows, 
eto Alonzo given; which he lays claim to 
che moſt ſacred Ties, Love and Obedience; 
lain eſteems him worthy of that Love. 

Ad. More worthy it than 1! it was a Woman, 
nice, vain, peeviſh Creature that pronounc'd it; 
ad it been Man, 't had been his laſt Tranſgreſſion. 
His Birth! his glorious Actions! are they like mine? 
Leon. Perhaps his Birth wants thoſe Advantages, 
'hich Nature has laid out in Beauty on his Perſon, 
Abd, Ay! there's your Cauſe of Hate! Curſt be my 
nd curſt be Nature that has dy'd my Skin (Birth, 
ich this ungrateful Colour! cou'd the Gods | 
ave given me equal Beauty with Alonzo / 
Yet as I am, I've been in vain ador'd, 
nd Beauties great as thine have languiſh'd for me. 
he Lights put out, thou in thy naked Arms 
Vill find meſoft and ſmooth as poliſh'd Ebony; 
Ind all my Kifles on thy balmy Lips as ſweet, 
are the Breezes, breath'd amidſt the Groves 
o ripening Spices in the height of Pay: 
Is vigorous too, 
if each Night were the firſt happy Moment 
laid thy panting Body to my Boſom. | 
D 3 Oh 
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78 ABDELAZz ER; or, 
Oh that tranſporting Thought 
See I can bend as low, and ſigh as often, 
And ſue for Bleſſings only you can grant; 

As any fair and ſoft Alonzo can 


If you could pity me as well.. 


But you ar e deaf, and in your Eyes I read * 
N iſes with A 
A Scorn which animates my Love and Anger; 5 
Nor know I which I ſhould diſmiſs or cheriſh. 
Leon, The laſt is much more welcome than the firſt ; MI 
Your Anger can but kill; but, Sir, your Love. 


Will make me ever wretched, ſince tis impoſlible 


I ever can return it. | = 
Abd. Why kill me then! you mult do one or F 


Rut 

For thus I cannot live why doſt thou mt | 
Thy every Tear's enough to drown my Soul ! 
How tame Love renders every feeble Senſe ! [Rf 
— Gods ! I wal turn Woman, and my Eyes inform n 
The Transformation's near Death! I'll not e 

dure it, 8 6 
Pll fly before ſhe'as quite undone my Soul [Offers te, 
But tis not in my Power. ſbe bolds it faſt————. ii 
And I can now command no ſingle part — [Returi 
Tell me bright Maid, if 1 were amiable, 
And you wereuningag'd, cou'd you chen love me? 

Leon. No! I cou'd die firſt. 

Abd. Hah awake, my Soul, from out this drouly Hi 
And with thy wonted Bravery ſcorn thy Fetters. 


By Heaven 'tis gone! and I am now my ſelf. 


Be gone, my dull Submiſſion! my lazy Flame 
Grows ſenſible, and knows for what twas kindled. 
Coy Miſtreſs, you muſt yield, and quickly too: 
Were you devout as Veſtals, pure as their Fire, 
Yet I wou'd wanton in the rifled Spoils 
Of all that ſacred Innocence and Beauty, 

Oh my Deſire's grown high ! 
Raging as midnight Flames let looſe in Cities, 


And, like that too, will ruin where it lights. 
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ve, this Apartment was deſign'd for Pleaſure, - 
a made thus ſilent, and thus gay for me; 
ere [']] convince that Error, that vainly made thee think 
is not meant for Love, | 
Leon. Am betray'd? are all my Women gone? 
Wd have 1 nought but Heaven for my Defence? 
W 44. None K7 
Leon. Ob take my Life, and ſpare my dearer Honour! 
Help, help, ye Powers that fayour Innocence. 
; f | [Enter Womens. 
= 7/7 as the Moor is going to force in Leonora, enters 
. to him Ofmin in haſte. 
60%. My Lord, Alon zo n | 
Aud. What of him, you Slave is he not ſecur'd ? 
ee, dull Intruder, that know'ſt not times and ſeaſons, 
get thee hence. | 
On. Not till I've done the Buſineſs which I came for- 
Abd, Slaye. I cthai thou cam'ſt for. 
hi [Srabs him in the Arm. 
O/m. No, "was to tell you, that Alonzo, | 
ding himſelf betray'd, made brave reſiſtance 
me of your Slaves he*as kill'd; and ſome he as wounded, 
Aba. Tis time he were ſecur'd; TH 
muſt aſſiſt my Guards, or all is loſt. Exit. 
Leon. Sure, Oſmin, from the Gods thou cam'ſt, 
d hinder my undoing; and if thou dy'ſt, 
ayen will almoſt forgive thy other Sins 
Ir this one pious Deed. 
t yet I hope thy Wound's not mortal; | 
Oſm, Tis only in my Arm—and, Madam, for this pity, 
| live to do you Service. 1 
Lon. What Service can the Favourite of the Moor, 
ain'd up in Blood and Miſchiefs, render me ? 
0/m. Why, Madam, 1 command the Guard of Moore, 
[bo will all die, when e'er I give the Word. 
adam, twas 1 caus'd Philip and the Cardinal 
d fly to th' Camp, | 
gave em warning of approaching Death. 
Leon. Heaven bleſs thee for thy Goodneſs, | 
m. 1 am weary now of beiog a Tyrant'sSlaye, 


D 4 


ſe, and that's too diſtant to befriend you. 
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80 ABDELAZER; or, 


Madam, I'll free the Prince. 1 


Oſmin, I am not us'd to ſue for Pardon, 


And will repair the Injury 1 did thee. 


Riſe, and command my Life, my Soul, my Honour, 


And bearing Blows too; the reſt I cou'd have ſuffer's, Bl 


But ſee, the Moor returns. | 
Leo. That Monſter's Preſence I muſt fly, as fron 
killing Plague, Ex. with her Ham 
Enter Abdelazer with Zarrack, and a Train of Mor; 
Abd. It is prodigious, that a ſingle Man : 
Should with ſuch Bravery defend his Life 
Amongſt ſo many Swords; — but he is fafe, 


* nn PFs k 44 n o 1 


on 
7 


And when 1 do, you ought to grant it me. 
Oſm. I] did not merit, Sir, ſo harſh a Uſage. 
Abd. No more; I'm aſhani'd to be upbraided, 


Oſm. Acknowledgment from you is pay ſufficient, 
Abd. Yet Oſmin, I ſhou'd chide your Negligence, 
Since by it Philip lives till, and the Cardinal. 
Oſm. I had deſign'd it, Sir, this Evening's Sacrifice, 
Abd. Zarrack ſhall now perform it—and inſtantly! 
A]onzo too muſt bear em company. 5 
Zar. I'll ſhew my Duty in my haſte, my WT ; 
1. | 
O/m, Death! I'm undone I'll after him, and! 
bim. | | | [Offers to] 
Abd. Oſimin, I've buſineſs with 50u.— 8 
Oſm. comes back boui 
As they are going off, enter Leonora, Ordonio, 
other Lords, and Nomen. 
Leon, Oh Prince! for Pity hear and grant my Suit, 
[LKA 
Abd, When ſo much Beauty's proſtrate at my Feet, 
What is't I can deny? rife, thou brighteſt Virgi 
That ever Nature made; 7 


| 


| Lean, No, Jet me hang far ever on your Knees, 
Unleſs you'll grant Alonzo Liberty. 
Abd. Riſe, I will grant it; tho Alonzo, Madam, 
Betrav'd t hat Truſt I had repos'd in him. 
Leon. I know there's ſome Miſtake ; let me negotil 
Between my Brother and the Gallant Moor, 
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0 cannot force your Guards, * 
4 here is no Danger in a Woman's Arm. 7 j 

W 4d. In your bright Eyes there is, that may corrupt | 
fron *em more ; 2 | 
Von ban all the Treaſures of the Eaſtern Kings. 


e., Madam, bere I do reſign my Power; 
* 5 \& as you pleaſe, diſmiſs Pong Chains, 
Nad ſince you are fo generous, to deſpiſe 
WT bis Crown, which I have given you, | 
ii ſhall owe his Greatneſs to your Bounty, =_ 
ad whilſt be makes me ſafe, ſhall rule in Spain. | 
— 0% n? | [Whiſpers | 
0rd, And will you truſt him, Madam ? 

Leon. If hedeceive me, "tis more happy far | 


= — —— 


o die with them, than live where he inhabits. 


vol O/m, It ſhall be done. 

| Abd. Go, Oſ/min, wait upon the Queen; 

Gee, Ind when ſhe is confin'd, I'll viſit her, | 

nul Here if ſhe yield, ſhe reigns; if not, ſhe dies. [ Aſides 
Ex. Abd. one way, Leon. Oſm. and the reſt another. 

2 1 SCENE, 4 

* Diſcovers Philip chain'd to a Poſt, and over-againſt 

him the Cardinal and Alonzo in Chains. 
1 Phil, Oh all ye cruel Powers ! is't not enough 
nio, I depriv'd of Empire, and of Honour? 


we my bright Name ſton from me, with my Crown ! 
piveſted of all Power! all Liberty! 
d here am chain'd like the ſad Andromeda, 
o wait Deſtruct on from the dreadful Monſter 4 
not all this enough, without being damn'd, 
o have thee, Cardinal, in my ſull view? 
[ cou'd reach my Eyes, I'd be reveng'd 
the ofhicious and accurſed Lights, 
dr guicing ſo much torment to my Soul, | 
Card. My much wrong'd Prince! you need not wiſh 
to ki! | 
W715 more certain, than by upbraiding me 
i wy too credulous, ſhameful paſt miſdeeds. | 
D 5 Phil. 
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82 ArDFLAZER; or, 


Nay, and it ſhou'd forget all other Language, 


Phil, It that wou'd kill, Id weary out tny Tongue 
With an eternal repetition of thy Treachery j—— 


But Traitor ! Cardinal! which I wou'd repeat, - 
Till I had made my ſelf as raging mad, 
As the wild Sea, when all the Winds are up; 
And in that Storm, I might forget my Grief. 
Card. Wou'd I cou'd take the killing Object fromy 
Phil. Oh Alonzo, to add to my Diſtraction, (An 
Muſt I find thee a ſharer in in my Fate? 

Alon, It is my Duty, Sir, to die with you. 
But, Sir, my Princeſs | | 
Has here — a more than equal claim to Grief z 
And Fear for her dear Safety will deprive me 
Of this poor Life, that ſhou'd have been your Sacrifice 

Enter Zarrack with a Dagger; gazes on Philip, Wil 

Phil. Kind Murdeter, welcome ! quickly free my 8 
And I will kiſs the ſooty Hand that wounds me. 

Zar. Oh, I ſee you can be humble. 

Phil. Humble! Pil be as gentle as a Loye-ſick Yow 
When his dear Conqu'reſs ſighs a Hope into him, 

If thou wilt kill me, pity me and kill me. 

Zar. I hope to ſee your own Hand do that Office. 

Phil, Oh thou wert braye indeed, . 
If thou wou'dſt lend me but the uſe of one. 

Zar. You'll want a Dagger then, ; 

Phil. By Heaven no, I'd run it down my Throat, 
Or ſtrike my pointed Fingers thro my Breaſt. 

Zar. Ha, ha, ha, what pity 'tis you want a Hand, 

Enter Oſmin. 

Phil, Oſmin ſure thou wilt be ſo kind to kill me! 
Thou hadſt a Soul was humane. n 

Oſm. Indeed I will not, Sir, you are my King. 

| y [ Unbinds 
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Phil. What mean ſt thou? 

oſm. To ſet you free, my Prince. | 
Phil. Thou art ſome Angel ſure, in that dark Clol 
Zar. What mean'ſt thou, Traitor? 

@/m. Wait till your Eyes inform you. 

Card. Good Gods! what mean'ſt thou? 
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O/m. Sir, arm your Hand with this, 


Zar. Thou art half. damn'd for this! 

uo my Prince — . 4 8 

W 72). Ill top you on your way lie there your 
Wonoue 0 [ Kills him. 
g ar tell no Tales to day—Now Cardinal — but hold, 

W (corn to ſtrike thee whilſt thou art unarm'd, 

g. oo thou didſt to me; 5 

Go r which 1 have not leiſure now to kill-thee, 

here, take thy Liberty ;—nay,. do not thank mei z. 
Heaven, I do not mean it as a Grace. 
60%. My Lord, take this— [Io Alon. and the Card. 
Wd this—to arm your Higbneſs. 

Alon. Thou doſt amaze me! | 

%. Keep in your Wonder with your Doubts, my 


lad. 
plil. We cannot doubt, whilſt we're thus fortify*'d— 

| na | [ Looks on his Sword. 
me O ſinin, let us fall upon the Guards, 
gm. There are no Guards, great Sir, but what are 

yours 3 E de | 

Wd ſee—your Friends I've brought to ſerve ye too. 
[ Opens a back Door. 
nter Leonora and Women, Ordonio,. Sebaſtian, 
| Antonio, Cc. | 
Phil. My deareſt Siſter ſafe! 11 
on. Whilſt in your Preſence, Sir, and you thus arm'd. 
n. The Moor approaches. now be ready all. 
il. That Name I never heard with Joy till now; 
him come on, and arm'd with all his Powers, 


$ {ingly I defy him. [ Draws... 
Enter Abdelazer, f 


Oſmin ſecures the Doors. 
d. Hah! betray'd! and by my Slaves by Oſmin too! 
il. Now thou damn'd Villain true · born Soul of Hell ?: 
one of thy infernal Kin ſhall ſave the. 
d. Baſe Coward Prince! 
om the admiring World miſtakes for Brave; 
en al) thy boaſted Valour, fierce and hot 


[Gives Phil. 4 Sword, goes to undo Alonzo». | 


Runs harſhly thro my Heart; - 


84 AZ UELAZZ ER; or, 

As was thy Mother in her height of Luſt, 

Can with the aid of all theſe - treacherous Swords, 

Take but a fingle Life; but fuch a Life, 

As amongſt all their Store the envying Gods 

Have not another ſuch to breaths in Man. 
Phil. Vaunt on thou monſtrous Inſtrument of Hell! 

For I'm ſo pleas'd to have thee in my Power, 

That I can hear thee number up thy Sins, 

And yet be calm, whilſt thou art near Damnation, 
Aid. Thou Iy*ſt, thou canſt not keep thy Temper in; 

For hadſt thou ſo much Bravery of Mind, 

'Thou'dft fight me ſingly; which thou dar'ſt not do. 
Phil, Not dare ! . 

By Heaven, if thou wert twenty Villains more, 

And J had all thy Weight of Sins about me, 

I durſt thus venture on; forbear, Alonzo. 
Alon, 1 will not, Sir, "X24 
Phil. 1 was indeed too raſn; *tis ſuch a Villain, 

As ſhou'd receive his Death from nought but Slaves. 
Abd. Thou'ſt Reaſon, Prince! nor can they woundm 

More than I've done thy Fame; for my firſt ftep (Ba 

To my Revenge, 1 whor'd the Queen thy Mother, 
Phil. Death! tho this I knew before, yet the hardWor 


FLY 


If chou hadft murder'd fifty Royal Ferdinands, 
And with inglorious Chains as many Years 
Had loaded all my Limbs, it had been more pardonable 
Than this eternal Stain upon thy Name 
—Oh thou haſt breath*d thy worſt of Venom now. 
Abd. My next advance was poiſoning of thy Father 
Phil. My Father poiſon'd! and by thee, thou Dog! 
Oh that thou hadſt a thouſand Lives to loſe, 
Or chat the World depended on thy ſingle one, 
That 1 might make a Victim | 
Worthy to offer up to his wrong'd Ghoſt, 
© But ſtay, there's ſomething of thy Count of Sins untold, 
That I muſt know; not that 1 doubt by Heaven, 
That 1 am Philip's Son 
Abd. Not for thy Eaſe, but to declare my Malice, 
Know Prince, I made thy amorous Mother 
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Proclaim thee Baſtard, when I miſs'd of killing thee. 
Phil. Gods! let me contain my Rage ! 
Abd. ] made her too betray the credulous Cardinal, 
And having then no farther uſe of her, | 
Satiated with her Luſt, | 
] ſet_Roderigo on to murder her, 
Thy Death had next ſucceeded z and thy Crown | 
I wou'd have laid at Leonora's Feet. 
Alon. How! durſt you love the Princeſs ? 
Abd, Fool, durſt! had I been born a Slave, 
I durſt with this ſame Soul do any thing; 1 
Ves, and the laſt Senſe that will remain about me, 
Will be my Paſſion for the charming Maid, | 
Whom I'd enjoy'd &er now, but for thy Treachery, . 
* FN Tha n -»:- 118. Ofinin. 
Phil, Deflour'd my Siſter ! Heaven puniſh me eternally, 
If thou out-liy'ſt the Minute thou'ſt declar'd it. . 
Abd. 1 will, in ſpite of all that thou canſt do. 
—Stand off, fool-hardy Youth, if thou'dſt be ſafe, 
And do not draw thy certain Ruin on, 
Or think that e'er this Hand was arm'd in vain. 
Phil, Poor angry Slave, how I contemn thee now ! 
Abd, As humble Huntſmen do the generous Lion; 
Now thou darſt ſee me laſh my Sides, and roar, 
And bite my Snare in vain; who with one Look 
(Had I been free) hadſt ſhrunk into the Earth, 
ble For ſhelter from my Rage: 
And like that noble Beaſt, tho thus betray'd, 
I've yet an awful Fierceneſs in my Looks, 
Which makes thee fear t'approach; and 'tis at diſtance 


r iz 


ot That thou dar'ſt kill me; for come but in my reach, 
And with one Graſp I wou'd confound thy Hopes. 
Phil. I'il let thee ſee how vain thy Boaſtings are, 
And unaſlifted, by one ſingle Rage, 
Thus—make an eaſy Paſſage to thy Heart. 
on | 3725 02 him, all the reſt do the like in the ſame Minute. 


Abd. aims at the Prince, and kills Oſmin, 
and falls dead himſelf, 
ie with ty Sins unpardon'd, and forgotten 

24 [Shout within. 
Alone 


86 ABDELAZER-» 
Alon. Great Sir, your Throne and Kingdom want you 
Tour People rude with Joy, do fill each Street, (now; 
And long to ſee their King. — hom Heaven preſer ve. 
E724 WE [ Kneels, 


— 


— — TE — —— — 


All. Long live Philip, King of Spain 
Phil. I thank ye all; and now my dear Alonzo, 
Receive the Recompence of all thy Sufferings, 
—_ Whilſt 1 create thee Duke of Salamancha. 3 
4 Alon. Thus low I take the Bounty from your Hands. 
|  [Kneel, 
Leo. Riſe, Sir, my Brother now has made us equal, 
1 Card. And ſhall this joyful Day, that has reſtor d you 
| To all the Glories of your Birth and Merits, | 
go That has reſtor'd alt Spain the greateſt Treaſure 
That ever happy Monarchy poſſeſs d, 
Leave only me unhappy, when, Sir, my Crime 
Was only too much Faith? — Thus low 1 fall, 
And from that Store of Mercy Heaven bas given you, 
Implore you wou'd diſpenſe a little here, 
| Phil. Riſe, (tho with much ado) I will forgive you. 
4 | Leon, Come, my dear Brother, to that glorious bufineſs, 
W Our Birth and Fortunes call us, let us haſte, 
For here methinks we are in 2 ſtill, 
Phil. So after Storms, the joyful Mariner 3 
9 Beholds the diſtant wiſh'd-for Shore afar, 
Þ And longs to bring the rich-fraight Veſſel in, 
\ Fearing to truſt the faithleſs Seas again. 


. 8 
EPILOGUE, 


Spoken by little Mrs. Ariell. 


Tou fee what Kindneſs can do, Gentlemen 
' Which when once ſhewn, our Sex cannot refrain. 
| Tet ſpite of ſuch a Cenſure Pll proceed, 
And for cur Poeteſs will intercede: 
Before, a Poet's wheedling Words pre vail'd, 
Whoſe melting Speech my tender Heart aſſail'd, 
And I the flat ing Scribler's Cauſe maintain d; 
So by my means the Fop Appiauſes gain d. 
Twas wiſely done to chuſe m' his Advocate, : 


Ith late Succeſs being bleſt, Pm come again ; : 


Since I have prov'd to be his better Fate; 

For what I lik*d, 1 thaught you cou d not hate. 
Reſpect for you, Gallants, made me comply, 

55 Tho Iconfeſs he did my Paſſion try, £ 
And I am too good-natur'd to deny. 
But now not Pity, but my Sex's Cauſe, 
Whoſe Beauty does, like Monarchs, giue you Laws, 
Should now command, being join'd with Wit, wn © 
Tet ſince our Beauty's Power's not abſolute, 
Shell not the Privilege of your Sex diſpute, 
But does by me ſubmit.— Iet ſince you ve been 
For my ſake kind, repeat it once agen. 
Tour Kindneſs, Gallants, I ſhall ſoon repay, 
If you'll but favour my Deſign to Day: 
Tour laſt Applauſes, like refreſhing Showers, 

. Made me ſpring up and bud like early Flow'rs ; 
Since then I'm grown at leaſt an Inch in height, 
And ſhall e er long be full-blown for Delight. 


Written by a Friend. 
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Judgment in both, with vaſt Expence and Thought, 


Were but their Swords as dangerous as their Wines 
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PROLOGUE. 


2 FEAUTY like Wit, can only charm when new; 
1 Is there no Merit then in being true? 
.Mi rather ſhou'd an Eſtimation hold 
ul Wine, which is ſtill beſt for being old. 


You from their native Soil, from Paris brought : 
The Drops that from that faured Sodom all, 
Tou like induſtrious Spiders ſuck up all. 

Well might the French a Conqueſt here deſign, 


Their Education yet is worſe than both; 
They make our Virgins Nuns, unman our Touth. 
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We that don't know em, think em Monſters too; 
And will, becauſe we judge of them by you. 
You'll ſay this once was ſo, but now you're grown 
So wiſe invent new Follies of your un: 

Their ſlaviſh Imitations you diſdain; 

A Pox of Fops that purchaſe Fame with Pain: 
Toure no ſuch Fools as firſt to mount a Wall, 

Or for your King and Country venture all, 
with ſuch like grinning Honour *twas perchante, 
Tour dull Forefathers firſt did conquer France. 
Whilſt they have ſent us, in Revenge for theſe, 
Their Women, Wine, Religion, and Diſeaſe. 

Yet for Religion, it's not much will down, 

In this ungirt, unbleſt, and mutinous Town, 
Nay, I dare ſwear, not one of you in ſeven, 
E'er had the Impudence to hope for Heaven. 


But as to Wit, moſt aim before their time, 

And he that cannot ſpell, ſets up for Rhymes 
They're Sparks who are of Noiſe and Nonſenſe full, 
At fifteen witty, and at twenty dull ; 

That in the Pit can buff, and talk hard Words, 
And brickly draw Bamboo inſtead of Swords: 
But never yet Rencounter cou'd compare 

To our late vigorous Tartarian War: 


 Culgel the Weapon was, the Pit the Field; 


Fierce was the Hero, and too brave to yield. 

But ſlouteſt Hearts muſt bow ; and being well can'd, 
He crys, Hold, hold, you have the Victory gain'd. 
All laughing call | 
Turn out the Raſcal, the eternal Blockhead ; 
—Zounds, crys Tartarian, I am out of Pocket: 

Half Crown my Play, Sixpence my Orange coſt ; 

Equip me that, do you the Conqueſt boaſt. 

For which to be at eaſe, a Gathering*s made, 

And out they turn the Brother of the Blade. 

—This is the Fruit of Idleneſs and Eaſe : 8 


Heaven bleſs the King that keeps the Land in Peace, 


Ur he'll be ſweetly ſerv'd by ſuch as theſe, 


Dramatis 
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King of Scythia, 


Dramatis Perſone. 
DAC IAN S. 


Queen of Dacia, 1 

Orſames, her Son, kept from his Infancy ina Caſtle on: 

| Lake, ignorant of his Quality, and of all the World 
beſides ; ; never baying ſeen any human thing ſave only 
his old Tutor. 

Cleomena, his Siſter, 8 up in War, and def Ion'd to 
reign inſtead of Orfſames: the Oracle havin "g foretold 
the bloody Cruehies ſhould be committed during bis 
ſhort Reign, if ever ſuffered to wear the Crown, 

Honorius, General of the army, and Uncle to Or ſame 


and Cleomena. FE 
Olympia, his Daughter, young and beautiful. : 5 
1 


Iſmenes and 
Artabazes,, : Two Riyal Princes in loye with cliomena 


Pimante, a Fop Courtier, the 
Arates, a Courtier. 

Semiris, Woman to Cleomena, | | 
Vallentio, .a Colonel of the Army. oer 


Pages and Attendanta 
Sg TTEHIAN S. 
Ther ſander, his Son, Wer the Name of chat 


when on the Dacian ſide. 
Amintas, a young Nobleman, beloy'd by 7. * note 


and Lover of Urania. V 
Zy ſander, Page to Therſander. ſhin: 
Urania, in love with Amintas. In 
Tyces, a Sheperdeſs. mak 

Pi 

Soldiers, Shepherds, $hepherdeſſes, and a nn of Wing 
the Mobile, ay 

| | Queſ 
SCENE, 5 Court of Dacia, between the 109 /a 
Armies juſt before the Town. Deſct 
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ACTI SCENE I. 
A Grove near the Camp. 


Enter Pimante with Letters, 


N ONE! Well, I have never the Luck, I 
ö \ & thank my Stars, to meet with any of theſe 
ky mighty Men of Valour, 

— Vallentio Noble Colonel. 
Ao Enter Valleniio, 

Val. P Why what the Devil brought thee to 
the Camp? | 

Pim. Affairs, Affairs | 

Val, They muſt be wondrous preſſing that made thee 
venture ; but the Fighting's paſt, and all the Noiſe over 3 
every Man of Fame gone to receive what's due to his Me- 
rit; and the whole Camp looks now like a City in a great 
Plague, no ſtirring—But what's thy buſineſs here? 

Pim. Why, 1 brought Letters from the Queen to thae 
Game mighty Man of Prowels.—what d'ye call him ? 

Val. The brave Clemanthis. 

Pim, The ſame——But Colonel, is he indeed fa very 
errible a thing as Fame gives out ?—But ſhe was ever a 
notable Wag at Hiſtory. 

Val. How dare thy Coward-thoughts venture upon any 
thing ſo terrible as the remembrance of that Gallant Man ? 
Is not his Name like Thunder to thy Ears? Does it not 
make thee ſhrink into thy ſelf ? 8 

Pim, Lord, Colonel, why ſo hot ? *Tis the curſed'ſt 
bing in the World to be thus continually us'd to fighting; 
hy how unciyil it renders a Man! I ſpake by way of 
Queſtion, | 

Val. Oh! how ſoft and wanton I could grow in the 
Deſcription J could make of him———— Y 

40 
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He merits all in Peace as well as War; P 
Compos'd of Charms would take all Womankind, 0 
As thoſe of 's Valour overcome the Men. oy 
Pim. Well ſaid, i' faith, Colonel; bur if he be ſo f 
a Man, why did you not keep him here amongſt you tg 
do Execution on the Scy;hians ? for I think &er long 
ou'll give 'em Bartel, | 
Val. The General, whoſe noble Life he ſav'd, 
Us'd all his Intereſt with him, but in vain; 
He neither could oblige his ſtay *ch* Camp, 
Nor get him to the Court, Oh ! were his Quality 
But like his Actions great, he were a Man 
To merit Cleomena, | | pl 
Whoſe Worth and Beauty, as a thing Divine, 
I reverence, | | 
But I abhor the feeble Reign of Women; 
It foretels the Downfal of the nobleſt Trade, War, 
Give me a-Man to lead me on to Dangers, 
Such as Clemanthis is, or as Orſames might have been, 

Pim, Colonel, *tis Treaſon but to name Orſams, 
and much more io wiſh he were as King. 

Val. Not wiſh he were! by all thoſe Gods I will, Ihe 
Who did conſpire againſt him in their Oracles. 

Not wiſh him King! yes, and may live to ſee it. 

Pim. What ſhould we do with ſuch a King? The 
Gods foretel he ſhall be fierce and bloody, a Raviſhe, 
a Tyrant o'er his People; his Reign but ſhort, and þ 
unfic for Reign. 

Pal. The Gods! I'll not truſt em for a Day's Pay 
Jet them but give one a taſte of his Reign, tho but al 
hour, and I'll be converted to them. 

Pim, Beſides, he is very ill bred for a King; he kno 
nothing of the World, cannot dreſs himſelf, nor ſing 
nor dance, or play on any Muſick ; ne'er ſaw a Womin 
nor knows how to make uſe of one if he had ht 
There's an old fuſty Philoſopher that inſtructs him; bu 
*tis in nothing ever that ſhall make a fine Gentleman. 
him: He teaches bim a deal of Awe and Reverence il 
the Gods; and tells him that his natural Reaſon's Sin 


But, Colonel, between you and I, he'll no more 8 5 
| 1 
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Philoſophy, but grows as ſullen as if you had the breeding 
of him here i' th! Camp. 

Val. Thou telPſt me heavenly News; a King, a King 
again! Oh for a mutinous Rabble, that would break the 
priſon- Walls, and ſet Orſames free, both from his Fet- 
ters and his Ignorance. | ee py 

Pim, There is A Diſcourſe at Court, that the Queen 
deſigns to bring him out, and try how he would behaye 
himſelf : But I'm none of that Counſel, ſhe's like to 
make a fine Court on't ; we have enough in the Virago 
her Daughter, who, if it were not for her Beanty, one 
would ſwear were no Woman, ſhe's ſo given to Noiſe 
and Fighting, | «na 

Val. 1 neyer ſaw her ſince ſhe was a Child, and then 
ſhe naturally hated Scyrhza. | 8 

Pim. Nay, ſhe's in that mind ſtill; and the ſuperſti- 
ious Queen, who thinks that Crown belongs to Cleo. 
nena | 
Val. Yes, that was the Promiſe of the Oracle too, 
Pim, Breeds her more like a General than a Womam 
\h how ſhe loves fine Arms l a Bow, a Quiver ! and tho 
ſhe be no natural Amazon, ſhe's capable of all their mar- 
al Fopperies.——But hark, what Noiſe is that? 

[Song within, 
Val. Tis what we do not uſe to hear Stand by, 


iti 
| to 
yl 


SONG, 


(1, % 

AMON, I ebe Llame your Will, 
"Twas Chance, and not Deſign, did kill; 

For whilſi you did prepare your Arms 

On purpoſe Celia to ſubdue, | 

Imet the Arrows as they flew, 

And ſau'd her from their Harms, 

by i (2. 
Alas, ſhe could not 4 returns, 
Who for a Swain already burns, 
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A Shepherd, who does her careſs | 
With all the ſoſteſt Marks of Love; 


And tis in vain thou ſeek*ſt to move 
The cruel Shepherdeſs. 
(35) 
Content thee with this Vi 
I'm Young and Beautiful as ſhe ; 
Til make thee Garlands all the Day, 
And in the Shades we'll ſit and ſing, 
Pl crown thee with the Pride 0th* Spring, 
When thou art Lord Oth* May. 


Enter Urania dreſs*d gay, Lyces a Shepherdeſs, 
Ly. Still as 1 ſing you ſigh. 6 
Uran. I cannot hear thy Voice, and the returns 
The Echoes of theſe ſhady Groves repeat, : 
But I muſt find ſome Softneſs at my Heart. 
——— Wou'd I had never known another Dwelling, 
But this too happy one where thou wert born ! [ Sight, 
Ty. You ſigh again: ſuch things become none but un. 
happy Maids that are forſaken ; your Beauty is too grea 
to ſuffer that. I” 
Ura, No Beauty's proof againſt falſe perjur'd Man, 
Ly. Is't poſſible you can have loſt your Love? 
Tyra. Yes pretty Maid, canſt tell me any tidings of him? 
Ly, I cannot tell, by what marks do you know him? 
Ura. Why by theſe—a tempting Face and Shape, 
A Tongue bewitching ſoft, and Breath as ſweet, 
As is the welcome Breeze that does reſtore 
Life to a Man half kill'd with heat before: 
But has a Heart as falſe as Seas in Calms, 
Smiles firſt to tempt, then ruins with its Storms. 
Ly. Oh fair Urania there are many more 
So like your Love, if ſuch a one he be, 
That you wou'd take each Shepherd to be he: 
*Tis grown the faſhion now to be forſworn; 
Oaths are like Garlands made of fineſt Flowers, 
Wither as ſoon as finiſh'd ; por 
They change their Loves as often as their Scrips, 
And lay their Miſtreſſes aſide like Ribbons, 
Which they themſelves have ſullied. Pin. 


= 
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Pim, Gad I'll venture inv 

Val, Fair Women, and ſo near the Camp! 

| What are ye, and from whence ? 

Pim, Ha! *tis no matter for that; ask no Queſtions, 
but fall (tod. [Goes to: Lyces, 
ra. I'm not aſham'd to tell the one or other ; 

1] am a Maid, and one of genteel Birth, 
A Scythian born, an Enemy to thee, 
Not as thou art a Man, but Friend to Dacia. 

Val. What Sin have I committed, that ſo fair a Crea- 
ture ſhould become my Enemy? but ſince you are fo, 
you mult be my Priſoner, unleſs your Eyes prevent me, 
and make me yours, | 

Pim, How, take a Woman Priſoner | I hope you are 
a finer Gentleman than ſo. 

Val. But Madam, do not fear, for I will uſe you 
As well as ſuch a Man as I can do, 

Ura. Tho thou be'ſt rough, thou haſt a noble look, 
And I believe my Treatment will be gentle. 

Val. Fair Maid, this Confidence is brave in thee 3 
And tho I am not us'd to make returns, 

Unleſs in Thunder on my Enemies, 
Yet name the way, and I will ſtrive to ſerve you. 

Ura, Then, Sir, I beg that you would ſet me free, 
Nor yet retain me here a Priſoner ; (Lake, 
But as thou'rt brave, conduct me to the Caſtle on the 
Where young Amintas lies, the Spoil of War, 

Val, Amintas, Madam, is a gallant Youth, 

And merits more from Fortune than his Chains 3 
But I could wiſh: (ſince I have vow'd to ſerve you) 
You would command me ſomething 134 
Worthy your Beauty, and of that Reſolution, 

Ura. There is no other way to do me ſervice. 

Val. Then moſt willingly I will obey you. 

Ura. But, Sir, I beg this Virgin may depart, 

Being a Dacian, and a neighbouring Villager. 

Val. All your Commands ſhall ſtrictly be obey d. 

Pim. Pox on her, ſhe's coy, and let her go. Well 
Colonel, I doubt you'll be for the Queen by and by. 


| Lyra. 
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ra. Here — take this Jewel as a part of payment, 
For all thy goodneſs to an unknown Maid, {To Lyces 


And if by chance I ever ſee thee more, Woe | ' 
Believe me, Lyces, I will quit the ſcore. 
lg 1 © (24 2, [ExiLyces! weeping, Wi: 

PUR” 59-4 "12 51:4 1 L Eagan 


SCENE II. A Grove of Trees, | 


mithin the Scene lies Therſander Neeping, his Cap ani 
S730 Feather at a diſtance from him 


Enter Cleomena dreft like an Amazon, with 4 Bru 
in her Hand, and a Quiver of Arrows at her 


Back, with Semiris attired like her, 
Cleo. I'm almoſt tir'd with holding out the Chaſe, 


Sem. That's ſtrange! methought your Highneſs fol Fl 
lowed not 5 1 i 

So faſt to Day as J have ſeen you heretofore. 1 
Cleo. I do not uſe to leave the Game unyanquiſh'd, Ses 
Yet now by what ſtrange inclination led Þ Cle 
I know not, Sed ; | Ser 
The Sport growing dull, I wiſh to meet a place can 
Far from the noiſe and buſineſs of the Day : d: 
Haſt thou ty'd faſt my Horſes ? Cle 


Sem, Madam, I have. 

Cleo. What place is this, Semiris? WM 
Sem, I know not, Madam, but *tis wondrous pleaſant, 
Cleo. How much more charming are the Works d 

Nature Try 

Than the Productions of laborious Art! 
Securely here the wearied Shepherd ſleeps, 
Guiltleſs of any fear, but the diſdain yet 
His cruel Fair procures him, 
How many. Tales the Echoes of theſe Woods 
Cou'd tell of Lovers, if they would betray, '' chat 
That ſteal delightful hours beneath their Shades! . haps 

Sem. You'd rather hear em echo back the ſound e beſ 
Of Horns and Dogs, or the fierce noiſe of War. 


Cla, 
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clo. You charge me with the faults of Education, 

at cozening Form that veils the Face of Nature, 

t does not ſee what's hid within, Semiris: | 5 

have a Heart all ſoft as thine, all Woman, 

t to melt down at every tender Object. 

Oh Semiris I there's a ſtrange change within me. 

Sem, How, Madam 

Cleo. I would thou knew it; 

| now I durſt do any thing—but fear, 

t now I tremble with the thoughts of telling thee 

hat none but thou muſt know—1 am in love, 

Sem. Why do you bluſh, my Princefs ? *tis no fin 5 

t, Madam, who's the happy glorious ObjeR ? 

Cleo. Why, canſt thou not gueſs then? 

Sem, How is it poſſible I ſhould ? 

Cleo. Oh Gods! not gueſs the Man! 

„rather think ſome God! Dull ſtupid Maid, 

ſt thou not heard of ſomething more than mortal! 

wirt Human and Divine! our Country's Genius, 

Ir young God of War! not heard of him! 

Sem. Tis not Prince Artabazes, or Iſmenes? 

Cleo. Away, thou anger'ſt me. 

Sem. Pardon me, Madam, 

can be none at Court, if none of theſe; 

d all beſides are much below that Glory. 

Cleo. What call'ſt thou much below, miſtaken thing? 

n a gay Name give Virtue, Wit, or Beauty? 

n it gain Conqueſt, or in Fields or Courts ? 

d, nor defend its own fantaſtick Owner. 

Come gueſs again. 

Sem, I can gueſs no further than a Man, and that I'm 
ſure he is. e | 

Cleo. I know not.? 

yet I never ſaw him, but in's Character, 

llels ſometimes in Dreams. | 

Sem. Is't not enough he conquers where he comes, 

that his Fame prevents his Sword and Eyes? 

naps his Perſon may not be agreeable z 

e beſt in Camps are not the belt in Courts. 
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Cleo. So brave a Mind muſt have as brave en | 
My Uncle's Letters from the Camp contain 
Nothing but Wonders of his Worth and Ae 2 
And tis ; impoſſi ble but ſuch a Man 
Muſt merit Love as well as Admir ation. 
Sem. Does he not come to Court? 
Cleo. The Queen has made him many Invitations: 
But he for ſome unknown and cruel Cauſe, 
Humbly implores her Pardon for reſuſing: 
Nor can the General learn his Quality; | 
But like his Deeds, believes it muſt be great. 
Sem. Tis moſt likely; but 1 ſhould never fall in lo 
"op Fame alone. 
Cleo. I hope it is not Love but lenge Curioliy 
To fee this brave Unknown and yet I fear. 
I've hid this new Impatience of my Soul, 


Even from thee, till it grew too importunate ; E\ 
And ſtrove by all my lov'd Divertiſements, V 
To chaſe it from my Boſom, but in vain: Ar 
*Tis too great for little Sports to conquer; Is 
The Muſick of the Dogs diſpleas d to day, Ar 
And I was willing to retire with thee, * In 
To let thee know my Story: He 


And this lone Shade, as if deſign'd for Love, 
Is fitteſt to be conſcious of my Crime. 
— Therefore go ſeek a Bank where we may {it ; 
And 1 will ſigh whilſ thou ſhalt pity me. | 
[Stands with her Aras an 
Sem. See, Madam, what I've found. 


[Sem. looks about, finds the Cap and Feather 

Cleo. *Tis a fine Plume, and well adorn'd, Ma 
And muſt belong to no uncommon Man : 5 An 
— And look, Semiris, where its Owner lies, 
Ha! he ſleeps, tread ſoftly leſt you wake him: | 
— Oh Gods! who's this with ſo divine a Shape ? A 
Sem. His Shape is very well. Ile 
Cleo. Gently remove the Hair from off his Face, Thi 
{[Sem. puts back his H 

And ſee if that will anſwer to the reſt: Th. 


All lovely: all ſurprizing! Oh my Heart, 
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| How thou betta betray'ſt the weakneſs of our Sex ! 
Look on that Face, where Love and Beauty dell 

And tho his Eyes be ſhut, tell me, Semiris, 
Inas he not wondrous Charme? | 
Sem, Yes, Madam, and. I wou'd excule | you, it, you 
mou'd now fall in Love, here's Subſtance 3 but that ſame 4 
Paſſion for Fame alone, I do not like. 

Cleo. Ah, do not call my Bluſhes to my Face, 
But pardon all my weakneſs : 
May not my Eyes have leave to gaze a while ? 
since after this there's not another Object 
Can merit their Attention 
—2ut I'll no longer view at pleaſing form 


[ Turns from him. 
—And yet I've loſt all power of removing 


[Turns and gaxes. 
Even now I was in love with mere Report, 
E With Words, with empty Noiſe ; 
And now that Flame, like to the Breath that blew it, 
Is yaniſh'd into Air, and in its room | 
An Object quite unknown, unfam'd, unheard of, 
Informs my Soul; how: eaſily tis conquer d. 
How angry am I with my Deſtiny ! 
Till now, with much diſdain I have beheld 
The reſt of all his Sex; and ſhall I here 
Refign a Heart to one 1 muſt not love? 
Muſt this be- he mult kill the King of Seythia 3 4 
For I muſt lay no claim to any other: 
Grant, Oh ye Gods, Who play with Mortals thus.” 
That him for whom ye have celign'd uu Slave, 
May look like, this Unknown, 
And 1'1] be ever grateful for the Bounty, 
ut theſe are vain imaginary Joys. 
| {[Therſander ot he riſes, 2 bs. 
Ther, — Am I awake, or do my Dreams preſent me 
Ideas much more bright and canquering, - © - 
Than &er approach d my. waking Senſe by far? 
ure *tis Diana, the Goddeſs of theſe Woods, 
That Beauty and that Dreſs confirm me 'tis. [Kneels, . 
— treat Goddeſs, n. an unlucky Stranger, 2 * | 
The 
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The Errors he commits gainſt your Diviniy, 
Who, had he known this Grove had ſacred been, 
He wou'd not have profan'd it by his Preſence, 

Cleo, Riſe, Sir, I am no Deity ; | 
Or if 1 were, 1 cou'd nor be offended [Riſes 
To meet ſo brave a Man — Gods, now be looks! 

Ther. Can you be mortal! | 
What happy Land contains you? or what Men 
Are worthy to adore you? 

Cleo. I find you are a Stranger to this place, 

You elſe had known me to be Cleomena, 
Ther. The Princeſs Cleomena : / my mortal Enemy ! 
Aſide, 
Cleo. You ſeem dif] pleas'd at the knowledge of m 
Name; 
But give me leave to tell you, yours on me 
Wou'd have another Senſe. - 

m=_— K ov knowledge of your Name has not vt diſpleas' 

[ Kneels, 


But, 2 I had ſooner took you for 
The Sovereign of the World than that of Dacia ; 
Nor ought you to expect leſs Adoration | 
From all that World, than thoſe who're born your Slayes. 
And amongſt thoſe deyout ones number him, 
Whom bappy Fate conducted to your Feet, 
And who'll eſteem himſelf more fortunate, 
If by that little ſervice he had rendred you, 
Clemanthi, Name have ever reach'd your Ear. 
Cleo. Clemanthis : / what cou'd the Gods do more, 
[Aſt 
To make me ever bleſs'd !—Riſe noble Youth— 
[Raiſes him, 
Cou'dft thou falute me Miſtreſs of the World, 
Or bring me news of Conqueſt over Scythia, 
It would not reach ſo kindly tro my Soul, 


As that admir'd illuftrious Name of chine. ; Ri 
This Crown's in debt to your all-conquering Sword; 

And I'm the moſt oblig'd to make Returns, | w 
Which if you knew me, ſure you wou'd not doubt, 


If to thoſe Favours you've Ne done us, 


Tou 


Jo 
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You'il add one more, and go with me to Court. 
Ther. To th' Court! to th' utmoſt Bounds of all the 
Univerſe. . | | 
At your Command, thro.Dangers worſe than Death, 
I'd fly with hafty Joy | 
Like Gods, do but decree, and be obey'd. Þ 
Sem. Madam, the Company we left are coming this 
way, and with them Prince Honorius. 
Ther. The General here ſo ſoon ! [ Aſides 
Enter Honorius, Iſmenes, Women, and Huntſmen. 
Cleo. Welcome, victorious Uncle. 
l Hon. kifſes Cleo's Hand. 
Hon. Madam, I heard the Noiſe of Horns and Dogs, 
And thought your Highneſs was abroad to Day; | 
Following the Cry, it brought me to this Company, 
Who were in ſearch for you, and *twas my Duty to- at- 
tend them, | 


My gallant Friend Clemanthis here | 
This was above my hopes; let me embrace the... 


And tell thee with what Joy 1 find thee in the preſence _ 

Of my fair Niece, who muſt prevail upon you 

To wait on her to Court; what I cou'd not intreat, let 

her command. EOS 
Ther, Where Duty and my Inclination leads me, 

There needs no Invitation. | — -- 
Cleo. Already, Uncle, he has promis'd it. 7 | 
Im. Sir, is this the Man to whom all Dacia is ſo much | 

oblig'd ? i 
Hon. This is that gallant Man, whoſe fingle Valour 

Has gain'd the Victory over the Nomades, + 

Who kill'd their King, and ſcatter'd all their Forces 3 

And when my feeble Strength (which Age and Wars 

Had made unfit for mighty Toils) grew faint, 

He, like Zneas, bore my aged Limbs 

Thro all the fiery Dangers of the Battel. 

Ther, Too much you've ſaid to my Advantage, Sir, 

Robbing the Gods and Fortune of their Glory. 7 
Iſm. Rank me amongſt your Captives; for I find, 

Whether you fight or not, you mult be Victor. 

[Embraces Therſ, 


E 3 Enter 
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Enter Vallentio, Urania, Pimante; Vall. k#eels, an 
delivers Urania to the Princeſs. 
Cleo. What new Encounter's this? | 
Val. I need not ask where I ſhall pay my Duty: 
My Wonder will direct me to your Feet. | 
Cleo, Who knows the Man that makes me fuch x 
Preſent ? 
Hon. Madam, he is an Officer of mine, 
A worthy gallant Fellow ; | | 
But that hardly knows what Cities are, 
But as he'as view'd 'em thro their batter'd Walls, 
And after join'd *em to your Territories. 
Cleo. Riſe high in her Eſteem that loves a Soldier, F 
| He r } 0% 
= Val. I need fay nothing for my Priſoner, ulla, 
Whoſe Looks will recommend her: only this 


It was againſt my Will I made her ſo, 
WhO ucts refus?d (ill then to take your Enemies. 


* "Ther, It is Urania, ſhe'll know me, and f 1 
: Aſiat, 


Cleo, Say, lovely Maid, whom, and from whence 
thou art? | 
Ura. A Scythian, Madam, and till now your Foe, 
Pim. Ay, Madam, we took her, we took her. 
Cleo. So fair an one muſt merit my Eſteem: 

I hope there are hot many ſuch fine Creatures 
Brought into the Camp againſt us; if there be, — 
The Scythians gannot doubt of Victory. | 
— — Thy Name and Buſineſs here? — 

Ura. Urania, Madam — | V 
My Story were too tedious for your Ear, $; 
Nor were it fit I ſhould relate it here. 

— Bur *cis not as an Enemy I come, 

*Tis rather, Madam, to receive my Doom; 

Nor am I by the chance of War betray'd, 

But *tis « wilting Captive I am made: | 

Your Pity, not your Anger I ſhall move, 
When I confeſs my Fault is enly Love | 
-Love to a Youth, who never knew til now 
How to ſubmit, nor cou'd to ought but you, 


— 


[es 


His Liberty for Ranſom you deny 

II dare not ſay that this is Cruelty, + 
Vince yet you may be pleas d to give me leave 
Io die with him, with whom I muſt not live. 
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Ther, Excellent Maid! what Generofity her Love hag 
taught her? | LAſide. 
Cleo. That you efteem me cruel, is unkind 
But Faults of Lovers muſt Forgiveneſs find ; 
Amintas* Chains had far more eaſy been, 
Had he been leſs a Favorite to his King. 
hut you, Urania, may perhaps redeem 
That Captive which I would not render them, 
Ura, Madam, this Bounty wou'd exceed Belief, 
But you too generous are to mock my Grief; 
And when you ſhall m' unhappy Story learn, 
'Twill juſtify my Tears, and your Concern. 
Cleo, I need no Arguments for what I do, 
But that I will, and then it muſt be ſo. 
Ura. The Prince of Scythia in the Camp of Daria / 
If 1 could be miſtaken in that form, 
I'd hate my Eyes for thus deluding me: 


But Heaven made nothing but Amintas like him, [Aſides 
Cleo, Come, lets iv Cuuii, by this tho Quoon pet 


us: | 
ou my fair Priſoner muſt along with me: 
Wo | [Takes her Hand. 
—Thy Hand, Clemanthis, too—Now tell me, Uncle, 
[Takes him with the other Hand, 
— What Scythian that beholds me thus attended, 
Would not repine at my Felicity, 


Having ſo brave a Friend, ſo fair an Enemy? [ZExeunt.. 
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ACTE SCENES 
A Caftle or Priſon on the Sea. 


After a little playing on the Lute, enter Orſames 1 
his Arms cloſe, looking melancholy, follow'd by Gem 
with a Lute in his Hand. | | .- 


= 


Orſ. J Do not like this Muſick ; 
It pleaſes me at firſt, - | 
But every Touch thou giv'ſt that is ſoft and low 
Makes ſuch Impreſſions here, © 
As puzzles me beyond Philoſophy 
| To find the meaning of; | 
Begets ftrange Notions of I know not what, 
And leaves a new and unknown thought behind it, 
That does diſturb my Quietneſs within, G'S 
Ger. You were not wont to think fo, _ 
Orſ. Tar i SEEGER ; 
But ſince with time grown pe and VIgOrous, 
1 will be active, tho but ill employ d. 
———Geron, thou ſt often told me, 
That this ſame admirable Frame of Nature, 
This Order and this Harmony of things, 
Was worthy admiration. 
And yet thou ſay'ſt all Men are like to us, 
Poor, inſignificant Philoſophers. 
1 to my ſelf could an Idea frame 
Of Man, in much more excellence. 
Had I been Nature, I had varied till, 
And made ſuch different Characters of Men, 
They ſhould have bow'd and made a God of me, 
Ador'd, and thank'd me for their great Creation. 
ow, tell me, who's indebted to her Bounties, 
: Whoſe needleſs Bleſſings we deſpiſe, not praiſe ? 
Ser. Why, whar wou'd you haye done, had you beet 
Nature ? 01 


peel 


07 
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07. Some Men I wou'd have made with mighty Souls, 
Wich Thoughts unlimited by Heaven or Man; 
wou'd have made *em—as thou paint'ſt the Gods.. 
Ger. What · to have done? 
0r/; To have had Dominion o'er the leſſer World,. 
\ ſort of Men with low ſubmiſſive Souls, 
hat barely ſhowd. content themſelves with Life, 
\nd ſhould have had the Infirmities of Men, 
s Fear, and Awe, as thou haſt of the Gods; 
and thoſe I wou'd have made as numberleſs 
Ws Curls upon the Face of yonder Sea, 
e which each Blaſt drives Millions to the Shore, 
SV hich vaniſhing, make room for Millions more. 
8 Ger. But what if theſe, ſo numerous, tho ſo. nn, 
Reſuſe Obedience to the mighty few * 
Orſ. I would deſtroy them, and create anew. 
Haſt not obſery'd the Sea, 
Wbere every Wave that haſtens to the Bank, 
ho in iis angry Courſe it overtake a thouſand petty ones; 
ow unconcern'd *ewill triumph o'er their Ruin, 
ind make an eaſy Paſſage to the Shore | 
Ger. Which in its proud career twill roughly lis, 
und then 'twill break to nothing. 
0r/. Why, thou and I, tho tame and peaceable, 
re mortal, and muſt unregarded fall, 
Oh that thought ! that damn'd reſiſtleſs thought! 
Methinks it haſtens Fate before its time, 
ind makes me wiſh.ſor what 1 fain wou'd ſhun. 
Ger, Appeaſe your ſelf with thoughts of future Blis... 
0r/. Future Bliſs! the Dreams of lazy Fools; 
Why did my Soul take Habitation:here, 
Here in this dull unactive piece. of Earth! 
hy did it not take Wing in its Creation, 
And ſoar above the hated Bounds. of this? 
hat does it lingring here? 
Ger, To make it elf fit for that glorious End. 
Twas firſt deſign'd for. 
patient ſuffering here. 
%%. But Geron, till to live! til] dn to live 
In expettation of that future Bliſs, 
KS 
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(Tho 1 believ'd it) is a fort of Virtue 

I find the Gods have not inſpir'd me with. 
Ger. Philofophy will teach you, 51r.—— 
Or/. Not to be wiſe, or happy 

Fl hear no more of your Philoſophy. 

— Leave me — for I ot late deſire to be withobt "Vi 
Ger. This Diſobedience, Sir, an ane Yemen" 
Orſ. Let em do their worſt, - 

For I am weary of the Life they ga 
Ger. He grows too wiſe to be — upon, 

And 1 _ to withſtand his Reaſons Ger. pon 

I Ot. lies on the Gn 

Enter Urania, and Keeper. 

Reep. This Ring is ſufficient Warrant, and 
on the right Han will lead you to the Lord -4 
but have a care you advance no further that WY 
[Exit Keri 

Ura. What ſtrange Diſorder does poſſeſs my Soul! 

And how my Blood runs ſhivering thro my Veins, - 

As if, alas, 't had need of all its Aid, 

At this encounter with my dear Amintas. 1 
Orſ, Ha! what Noiſe is that? [Ee nun 
e e a Voice that 1 elſe ie Was 


our oy 


This gloomy Place poſſeſſes all that enter it: 
tap, I was forbad that Walk. 
Heavens! 1 have forgot which *twas I ſhould have 
I'll call my Love to guide me Amintas, Aminta.— 
Orſ. What Voice is that? 
Methought it had more ſweetneſs in't than Geron's 
[ Riſes, gazes, then runs fiercely to 
— charming thing art thou? 
Ura. Tis not Amintas——yet I ſhould not fear, 
He. looks above the common rate of Men, 
Fir, can you direct my way 
To find a Priſoner out they call Amintas 1 
Or. —— Oh Gods it ſpeaks, and ſmiles, and ® 
like me ; 3 
It is a Man, a wolidrous lovely Man ! 49 
Whom Nature made to pleaſe me. | | 
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Fair thing, pray ſpeak again: 
yy Voice bas Muſick in*t that does exceed 
Wl Geron's Lutes, pray bleſs my Ears again. 
Ura. Sir, as you're Noble, as you are a Gentleman, 
nſtruct me where to find my Lord Amintas. | h 
Orſ. Bright Creature! ſure thou wert born i*th? upper 
Worl Ls i | — 
4 Language is not what we practiſe here; 
peak on, thou Harmony to every Senſe, 
eim my Ear as well as Sight and Touch. 
Ura, Surely he's mad—nay, Sir, you muſt not touch- 
me. S 
0r/; Perhaps thou art ſome God deſcended hither, 
OE Koper © 0.006 ERGO and bows. 
ad cam'ſt to puniſh, not to bleſs thy Creatures; 
n{truct me how to adore you ſo, 5 
sto retain ydu here my Houſhold God, 
nd I and Geron ſtil} will kneel and pray to you. 
Ura, Alas, I am a Woman. 
Or. A Woman! what's that? 
omething more powerful than a Deity 3... 
or ſure that Word awes me no leſs than t'other. 
Ura, What can he mean? —oh, I ſhalldie with fear 


| 3 { [td 
Sir, I muſt leave you, 2 . _ 
0r/. Leave me! ch no, not for my future Being 
ou needs mult liye with me, and I will love you; 
ve many things that will invite you to't, 
haye a Garden compaſs'd round with Sea, 
hich every day ſhall ſend freſh Beauties forth, 
o make the Wreaths to crown thy ſofter Temples, 
eron mall deck his Altar up no more; | 
ne gaudy Flowers ſhall make a Bed for thee, 
here we will wanton out the heat 0'th' da 
hat things are theſe, that riſe and fall ſo often, 
| | [ [Toxches, her Breaſts. 
ke Waves, blown gently. up by ſwelling Winds > 
re thou haſt other Wonders yet unſeen, 
nich theſe gay things maliciouſſy do hide. | 
a. Alas, 1 am undone, what ſhall 1 do 
0% 
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Orſ. Nature, thy Conduct wiſe! nor could thy k 


vours 
Be giv'n to one more apprehenſive of em 
ap, lovely Woman ! for I am all on . 
Lmpatient of delay, © | 
Can you inſtruct me what Iam todo? [Sight 
 Undreſs, and let me lead thee to my Bed. 
Ura. Alas, Sir, what todo? defend me Heaven! 
Aſi 
Or. Why, 1 vil bold thee——thus, dul 1 
Arms, 
ru ſee thee eas, and wonder at thy Form, 
ben wake thee to be gazing on thy Eyes, 
And ſomething more —but yet I know not wht 
Ura. His whole Diſcourſe amazes me, 
And has more Ignorance than Madneſs int: 
But how ſhall I get free? l Y 
Of. Thou grow'ſt impatient too, come, let us in- 
[Goes to take her in, ſhe ſtrives. to get i A 
he firuggles with her. 
ura. Hold off, you are too rude, | 
Qrſ. This is che prettieſt play I cer was at, 
But I ſhall gain the better, — 
[Takes her in his Arms to carry. her f 
Ura. Help, help! 
Enter Amintas in Fetters, 
Amin. A Woman's Voice Villain, unhand the Lady 


Orſ. Ha! what new thing art thou : Ak _ Ur 
Amin, One ſent from Heaven to puniſh Rayiſhers.- 

4 Snatches Ura. while Orſ. is gazing on hin Ca 

Or/. Thou'ſt call'd up an unwonted Paſſion in me, 
And theſe be the effects on't. WI 


LOrſ. frikes him; they firuggle and fa, ( 
Enter Geron, 

Ger. Hah ! what's the matter here? a Woman too! L. 
We are undone—Madam, I pray retire— 
[Ura. goes into Amintas's Apartment Ane 

For here's no ſafety for your Sex. 
Ura. I gladly take your Counſel, 

Orf. What art thou? 


Amik 


_ + » ory The Miſtake. 109 


Amin. That which I ſeem to be, 4.5 
Or Then thou'rt a God; for till I Cow. a Woman, 
] never ſaw a thing ſo fine as thou: 
And *tis but juſt thou ſhouldſt be more than Mortal, 
That durſt command that Creature from my Arms. 


Amin. It is the eee know it by 1 Innocence, 
- (Ade, 


and Ignorance- 
—Riſe, I beſeech you, Sir, and pardon In 
Or/. So I could live a Year with looking on thee 3 
— But where's the Creature 3 it ſelf a Woman "x 
Ger, What Woman, Sir ? 
Or. Ha! Geron, Where s the Woman? 
Ger, What do you mean, Sir? 


- Or J. The Heavenly Woman, that 25 "Vol but now. | 


Ger. I faw none ſuch, nor know I what: you mean. 


Orſ. Not what I Dean ft thou could'fſt not be ſo dull: 12 


What is't that I have ſtrove for all this while? 
Amin. I'll leave him too, my Preſence may be hurtful, 
And follow the Lady that's fled to my Apartment. | 
Ex. Amin. 


Orf. Go fetch the Woman, or rby Heaven Vl fling thee 


into the Ses. 


Ger. I muſt delude him. Aſide, 


07%, Fly, why ſtay'ſt thou dully HF: go bring che. 


Woman. 
Ger. Sure you are ſrantick. 
Orſ. 1 am ſo, and thou ſhalt feel the effect on't, 


Unleſs thou render back that lovely Creature. 


Ger, Oh! this is perfect Madneſs, Sir, you're loſt; 
Call back your noble Temper, and be calm, ; 
0r/. No, there's a furious Tempeſt in my Soul, 
Which nothing can allay but that fine thing, 
Ger, Hear Reaſon ae. human Being can get en- 
trance here; 
Look round this Caſlle, and no other Object 
Will meet your Eyes, but a watry * 
And diſtant and unhabitable Lands. 
— What airy Viſion has poſſeſs'd your Fancy ? 


| For ſuch the Gods ſometimes afflict Men with. 
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not; 


Ger; I heard 
And found you 


How ſtrong i 


' N 1 


But here it was, a ſolid livings 
You might have heard how long we talk'd ohe 
ow talk, which brought me to this par 
ling on che ground alone! 
But what you meant I knoõw- not. 
Orſ. Tis ſo -I grant you that it was a Vene F, 
18 Fancy Rn ti 18 impeflle—— 
Have I not yet the Muſick of its Words? 
Like anſweting Echoes leſs' ning by degrees, 
Inviting all the yielding Senſe to follow. : i: 
Have not my Lips (that fatally took in ?!! 
Undreſt from ev'ry touch of that fair Hand) 
The ſweet remains of warmth: receiv d from chene, 
Beſides the unerring Witneſs of my 
And can all thefe deceive me? tell me, can they? 2 
Ger. Moſt certainly they 
Orſ. Then let the Gods take back what they fo ae 


will ceaſe to i 
cou d ihey ee my Fai 


perplexing, 


lee 


have. 


D Ceaſe to al and they 
Or ſ. Burwhy a Woman? ? 
Buy nothing more affliting ? 
Ger. Shapes Divine are : moſt 
To Souls, like yours, whom Terrors cannot highs,” 
It leaves deſires of what it cannot gain, 
And ſtill to wiſh for that 
Is much the greateſt torment of the Mind. | 
Orſ. Well ſaid———but Geren, thow'ſt.undone thy him, 
And us'd the-only Argument cou'd invite me 
T' offcnd again, that thus I _ be puniſir'd : 


Eyes? 


orſ. Ha! an airy Viſion Oh but it cannot 
By all that's good, tas real Fleſh and Blood. 
Ger. And are you ſure you are avoke 2 
Orſ. As thou art now. 
Ger. Then twas an Appwrition. bn 
ſ. Away thou ſt often. told me 
And I as often did reprove thee fort 
Ger, L n how ſhould any ig lig ze 
| 07. It dropt, perhaps, from Heaven, or c how, l knon 
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The Gods themſelves invite me to the Sin! 7 
Not ſeeing a — T _ ne ver bin. C Extunt. 
8 0 E N E II. 


* 
— * 
* 


6 

Enter Amintas 3 in 2 with: dana 5 
Amin, My gallant Maid 1 this Generoſity, T 

Above thy Sex, and much above my Merit, 

I never can repay: my dear Urania, 

Thou didſt outdo thy Sex before in Beauty, | 

In all the Charms that make em ſo ador'd : rA 

But this laſt Act, this noble Mark of Love, 1 0 


, Begets a reverend Wonder in my Soul, Mal 
And I behold thee as ſome ſacr thing, hat 6: I bad 
That—this way ſhould be worſhip'q=m———_ 
{Kneels, and k iſſes her Min, 
— Ura, I'm m glad ou have ſo kind a Senſe of that 
| Which ev'ry that lov'd like me wou'd do; 


What cou'd you leſs expect? — Ab, Aminzas, 3 
That fatal Night before our Wedding-day, | 
Being alarm'd by the Enemy, EN 
ö And you were ſent to try your Force with cheirs, 
My Heart foretold your Fate; and that ſame Night, 
Whoſe darkneſs veil'd my Bluſhes all alone, - 
| Dreſt like a Youth 1 haſted from the Court, 
And being well mounted, ſoon o'ertook che Army, 
Wen al unknown, I got ſo near your on 
N That in the Fight 1 had the Glory twice 
Jo ſerve you, when your Horfes being kill'd, 
ch I ſtill preſented you with freſh, whoſe Riders 
Thy Valour had diſmounted. 
Amin. Oh Gods! wert thou that Boy, 
Whom oft 1 ſaid, I thought was ſent from Heaven, 
And beg*d t encounter when the Fight was ended? 
ra. The ſame, was all you'd time to fay.; for af- 
b ter that, 
Wo Venturing too far, they took you Priſoner, 
| Amin. Oh with what Sbame! look upon your Bounty, 
Which all my Life's too little to acknowledge; 
Ihe What. 
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What follow'd then, my deareſt fair Urania 2 
Ura. I gladly wou'd have been a Priſoner oy | 

But I appear'd a poor dejected Boy, 
That was not worth their Fetters, 
Ehen I reſoly'd upon this laſt Adventure, 

To make my Application to the 1 
Knowing her noble Nature, | 
To try (ſince mighty Ranſoms were refus'd)) 
What ſimple Love would do; and in my way 

I lighted on a Druid, who in's Youth 

Had liv'd in Courts, but now retir'd to Shades, 


hd Wi boy ww 


And is a little Monarch o'er his Flocks ; 3-4 - 
To him I told my Sto who encoura 0 me in re- 

ſolv'd Jefizn {4 1 = T 

And I fo luckily h have made an Intereſt 4 

IB. 


In Cleomena's Heart, * 
Theſe Chains ſhe*as given me Freedom to diſmiſs, * 


And you muſt py” wear Loye's Fetters now : 
| [Se takes off his Chains, I. 


— Come, haſte, Aminias, from this horrid Place, | 


-And be thy af again, appear in Arms. A! 
The Seythians are encampt within thy View, Al 
And e'er three Births of Day the Armies meet; Sh 
Th' Event of which, F at the Druid's Cell An 
Will wait; ſending mist Vows to Heaven Pe 
For thy dear Safety: there when the Fight is done, * 

( 


I wiſh to meet thee z 
— But now your Country and-your King expect you, 
And I love Glory equal to Amintas.. 

Amin. But yet the generous Bounty of the Princeſs 


Obliges here, no leſs than Duty there; Is 
I know not how the Gods of War to move : g 
To grant me Victor, or the vanquiſn'd prove; "ea 
My Heart to either is not well inclin'd, 5 
Since vanquiſnd 1 am loſt, conquering unkind, =. 

[Exennt WII 


SCENE 


or, The Miſtake. 
SCENE III. A Ove. 


Enter Therſander, Lyſander. 
Therſ. Urge it no more, Lyſander, tis in vain, 
My Liberty paſt all retrieve is loſt; 
hut they're ſuch glorious Fetters that confine 
1 wou'd not quit them to preſerve that Life 
Thou juſt iy ſay'ſt I hazard by my Love. 
Ly/. The Scythian Gods defend it ! C1 
Ther. The Gods inſpire it, tis their Work alone; 
—— know ſhe is my Enemy, hates Therſander, 
Has ſent for all the neighbouring Kings for aid, 
That hither Artabaſes and Iſmenes : 
Have brought their Powers t' aſſiſt againſt my Crown. 
But what of this? She loves me as Clemanthss, 
Which will ſurmount her Hatred to the Scyrhians. 
Oh, my Ly/ander ! didſt thou know her Charms, 
4; WT Thou'dlt alſo know 'tis nor a mortal Force 
That can ſecure the Heart: She's all divine! 
All Beauty, Wit, and Softneſs ! and ſhe loves! 
Already I have found the grateful Secret; I" 
She ſcorns the little Cuſtoms of her Sex, By 
And her belief of being ſo much above me, 
Permits her to encourage my Deſign ; | 
She gives a Boldneſs to my baſhful Flame, + 
And entertains mas with much Liberty. £7 
£y/. Were all this true, you're equally unhappy ; 
She muſt be only his that conquers you, 
bat wins your Crown, and lays it at her Reet. 
Therſ. Love ne er conſiders the Event of things, 
The Path before me's fair, and I'll purſue it; 
Fearing no other Forces than her Eyes, 
Bright as the Planets under which they're born. 
Ly/. And will you let her know you are in love? 
Therſ. If all my Sighs, if Eyes ſtill fix'd on hers 
With Languiſhment and Paſſion, will inform her, 
Tl] let her know my Flame, or periſh in th' Attempt. 
Lyſ. Dare you declare it as you now appear? * 
And can you hope, that under the Degree 


unt. 
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Of what indeed you are, ſhe will permit it? ? 
And your Diſcoyery is ybur certain ruin. 3 

, Therſ. Thy Counſel, dear Lyſander, comes too late, 
he's in the Grove, where now I muſt attend 0 | 

And ſee where ſhe approaches — 

| Enter Cleomena, Semiris. 
Cleo. The Stranger, ſay you, grown of late fo p 
.— muſt enquire the Cauſe—what if it ſhou'd be Low 
And that too not for me! bah my Semiris / 
That Thought has given me Pains I never felt; 
Gods! why comes he not ? I grow impatient now; 
Day, did{t thou bid him wait me in the Grove? 
Sem. Madam, I ſpoke to him my ſelf —- 
Cleo. And told him I wou'd ſpeak with him ? 
Sem. As you commanded me, I ſaid. | 
Cleo. It ſeems he values my Commands but Ty 

Who is ſo ſlow in his Obedience: | 

w——Y here found you him? 
Sem. I'th* Antick Gallery, Madam. | 
Cleo. Gallery! what did he there? tell me exaAty, 
wo have no Picture there. 
Sem. Madam, he was viewing that of oh you 
fair Coutin, 

But for the Excellency of the Work, not Beauty. 
Cleo. Thou art deceiy'd; viewing her Picture, 7 
—— Ob thou haſt touctrd a render part, Semiris ; 
—But Jender s he that can allay „ 0 
[Sees Therſanle 
And calm me in char Love by every Lock. 
clemanthis, you abſent your ſelf too much 
From thoſe to whom your Preſence is agreeable z 
I hear that you are grown retir'd of late, 

And viſit ſhady Groves, walk thus—and figh, 

Like . Lovers. Has che Court WE 
(Who for your Entertainment has put © on Ee 

More Gaiety than in an Age before) 

Nothing that can divert you? Ceaſe your — 
He bows lu 

I'm your Friend, and if onght harbour theres * L 

Within that ſullen Breaſt, impart it ere — 
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nd II! contribute any thing to eaſe you. 

Come—boldly tell thy Griefs 3 

haye an Intereſt in thy noble Life. 

Perhaps, ſince you're atriv'd at Court, you've ſeen 

ome Beauty that has made a Conqueſt o'er your Heart 
Whoe'er ſhe be, you cannot fear Succeſs, 


11” 


aye been ſufficient 

ro have encourag'd any bold Attetnpt ; 

nd here are Beauties would transform a God, 

uch more a Soldier, into an amorous Shape, 

But, I confeſs, with ſhame, I brought no Heart 
\long with me to Court, and after that 

V hat acceptable Sacrifice can J offer ? 

his makes me ſhun the Pleaſures of your Court, 

ind ſeek Retirements filent as my Griefs. 

Cleo. It ſeems you were a Lover &er I ſaw you, 

nd Abſence from your Miſtreſs makes you languiſn. 
Ther, Ah, Madam, do not ask me many Queſtions,” | 
elt 1 offend where 1 ſhould merit Pity ; - 2 
The Boldneſs may arrive unto her Knowledge, 

ind then you'l loſe the humbleſt of your Creatures, 
hilft as 1 am, I may among the Croud 

Dt daily Worſhippers, pay my Devotions. 

Cleo. Give me your Hand, we'll walk a little. 


you 


How do you like this Groye ? | 

Ther, As 1 do every place you're pleas'd to bleſs, 

eayen were not Heaven, were Gods not preſent there; 

and where you are, tis Heaven every where. 

Cleo. Look Clemanthis—on yonder tuft of Trees, 

dear which there is a little murmuring Spring, 

rom whence a Rivulet does take its riſe, 

\nd branches forth in Channels thro the Garden; 

'Twas near a place like that where firft T faw 

lemauthis, 3 [. ðSigbing. 
Ther. Madam, be pleas'd to add, *twas alſo there 

lemant his left his Liberty at the Feet Y 

F Divine Cleomena ; 

nd charg'd himſelf with thoſe too glorious Chains, 


Ther. The Honours you have heap'd upon your Slave 


[They'go and fit down on a Bank. . 
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Never to be diſmiſt but with his Life. 14 
c Iccbhe riſing in anger, he hid 
2 
Ther. Ah! Madam, if I too preſumptiious grow 
From your Commands, and all —.— Bounties — we, 
Lou ſhould forgive the Pride you do create, 
And all its ſtrange Effects; . 
Which if 1 have miſtaken, let me die. 
Only this Mercy grant me, to believe, 
That if our Adorations pleaſe the Gods, 
Mine cannot. be offenſive to my Princeſs, 
Since they are equally Religious. 34 
Cleo. Stranger —before I puniſh thy Preſumpiion, 
Inform me who it is that has offended ? 
Who giving meno other knowledge of him, 
Than what bis {word has done—dares raiſe his Eyes 
to me: | | 
Ther. Madam, what you demand is juſt, - 
And I had rather die than diſobey you 
But I am conſtrain'd by a Neceſſity 
(Which when you know, you certainly will pardon): 
For ſome time to conceal my Birth and Name, 
Cleo. Till then you ſhould baye kept your Fame 
ceal'd £0 
*T had been leſs diſobliging from a criminal one, 
Whoſe Quality had juſtify'd his Boldneſs. 

Ther. Ah ! Madam, wou'd Heaven and you vol 
find no other Difficulty than want of Quality to merit j 
Cleo, 1 muſt confeſs, Clemanthis, with a Bluſh, 
That nothing of the reſt diſpleaſes me. | 

Ther. Ah, Madam, how you bleſs me! 
And now with Confidence I dare aſſure you, 
That which ſhould render me more worthy of you, 
Shall be in me found more to your Advantage, 
Than in thoſe Princes who have taken on em 
The Glory of your Service, | 
Cleo. As I am very reaſonable, and do act 
With more Sincerity than Artifice, 
I'll now defire no more. : 
But have a care you uſe my Bounty well ; 
For I am now grown kind enough to think 
That all you ſay is true. 
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Ther, Madam, baniſh me your Preſence, as the Man 
all the World unworthy to adore you, | 
[ preſent not to you in Clemanthis 
Man enough conſiderable to hope. 
leo. But ob! Clemanthis, I forgot my Fate, 
Deſtiny depends upon my People; 
d by the Queen, they've made a Reſolution 
vive me to that Prince who does moſt powerfully 
vance the Ruin of the King of Scythia, 1 
Ther. Madam, I am not ignorant of the Conditions 
at are impos'd on thoſe who pretend to you; F 
ill not only ſerve you in this Mar | 
th more Succeſs than any, - £ 
ſet the Crown of Scythia on your Head. 
leo. That's n_ ſaid. g 1 4 
Ther. Perhaps it ſeems extravagantly ſpoken 
the Condition you behold 7 15 


e Divine Cleomena till I have crown'd her 


ill then — give me but hope—enough, I live 
; Ri 65g 
leo. That's to your Perſon due; and when 1 N 
o 'tis I favour— 1 will more allow, 
jem. Madam, the Queen is here. 
ter Queen, Honorius, Artabazes, Iſmenes, Guards, 
Attendants, &c, _ 
Lucen, I'm glad to ſee you all in Readineſs ; 
morrow I intend to be i'th' Camp, 
And Cleomena is your General 
e tis her Cauſe we fight, it is but juſt 
ſhare the Danger of it with the Glory. | 
7. We all approve it, Madam, and are proud 
Cleomena ſhall a Witneſs be 
what we do to ſerve her, 
ſee the eaſy Conqueſt we ſhall make 
on the Perſons of her Enemies. | 
on. I know not, Sir, what you may do, 
we have found it not ſo eaſy. 


here I vow—I never will demand [Kneels, 


„ Madam, till I have crown'd her Queen of Scychia. 


rta. Oh there's no doubt, but we'll depopulate Scy his, 
| ;- 
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And lead its King, with the vain Prince his Son, 

Loaden with Irons, to adorn your Triumphs. | 
Ther. Madam, I muſt confeſs. your Force is great, 

And the Aſſiſtance of theſe Men conſiderable ; 

Let I W you. Majelly jeſty to prepare & 4) 

For the Defeat of the great King, of Seythis, 

As to a Buſineſs much 2 
Than they preſent it to you: for I know 

The Forces of that Nation are not leſs. 
W | Looks with ſcarn on thay 
— Conſider too, that King was never conquer d., 

Tho theſe believe to do't with ſo much we Buy 

I oft have ſeen Therſander, that young Prince, 

Upon whoſe Sword Fortune ber ſelf depends, 

———And I can tell—he's not Kd eaſily chain d, 


As, Artabazes, you ina; n. 
5 = think to fright. us with the Prails 


Arta. What, do you 
You give our Enemies? . 5 
J have heard of that King, and of Ther ſander too; 
But never heard of ſa much Terror in em, 
Should make us apprebend an ill Succeſs; 
And, you, Clemanthis, do not know us well, 
To think we'll tremble for the Prince of Scythia, 
Tho many ſuck as you ſhould take his part. 
Ther. How, many ſuch as 11 [Comes up to his Bra 
Gods! wiſh your ſelves no other Enemies 
To join with that young Prince; 2 a 
To conquer him and many ſuch as 1, 
Requires a Number of ſuch Kings as you. | 
Iſm, It is too much, Clemanthis; were you well 
Affected to the Service of the Queen, | 
You would not thus commend her Enemies. 
Ther. Madam, I humbly beg your Pardon, 
I have fail'd in the Reſpe& I owe you, 
By what I've ſaid in fayour of your Enemies, 
Whom, whilſt you think ſo eaſily o'ercome, 
" x You will neglect that Power ſhould make you Victor. 
veen. *Tis Virtue, Sir, that makes you give what's dt 
Tho to the Advantage of thoſe Men you hate - 
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[ muſt not have you take ought ill from bim. 


oats the Nets 
ut as you've all unanimouſly join'd 
o aſſiſt us in this War,. ſo all embrace, 


(Therſ. falutes * mn „aa 4 
e one and ever Friends. 
other, I leave the — of this hopeful Army 


| * Hoh. 
o your unquellion'd Care; and if you can, 
dblige this noble Stranger forever in our Service. 
Cleo. Uncle, III to the Camp with you; 
\nd you, Clemanthis, muſt be neat me u. 
[Therſ. bows. All ge out but Ther. Hon. Lian. 
Hon, Clem anthis, you are troubled. 
Ther, J was a little ruffled, but tis gone. ww 
Hon. You ſhow'd not blame them, Sir, for envying you, 
\ Man ſo young, and ſuch a Name in War. 
Ther, That, Sir, is only your Eſteem of it. 
Hon. No, dear Clemanthis, that I may declare 
o all the World and thee, how much I prize it, 
Without conſulting of your Quality; - | 
make you abſolute Maſter of my Fortune. as; 
Ther, Heay'ns'! whence this Generofity ? (iu. 
Hon, | have a Daughter, Sir, an only Child, 
Vhom all the World eſteems a virtuous one, 
Ind for whoſe Love Princes have ſu'd in vain, 
now with Joy will render you in Marriage. 


les 


reah 


tis a Princeſs, Sir, I muſt admire, 
ut never durſt behold her with Eyes of Love, 

Maid ſo much above me. 

Hon. T ama Man, whoſe martial Diſpoſition 
Renders me too unartful in my Language; 
cannot ſtudy Fineneſs in my Words, 
ut with Sincerity declare my Heart, 

\nd do propoſe this Marriage with Olympia, 
or your Advantage and the publick Imereſt, 
beſides my own Content. 

Ther, Have you conſider'd, Sir, I am bow wit ? 
Hon. No more of that; go viſit my Olympia, 


Ther, I am undone !. Aſide. 
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She is prepar'd to give you Entertainment. [Ex. Hon 
Ther. Marry Olympia | 
No cou'd he with Olympia give the World. 
I could not love, nor marry her. 
— — Oh my TLyſander! what evaſion now? 
———Didſt hear the noble Offer of the General? 

Lyſ. 1 did, great Sir, and what will you return? 
Tber. If I refuſe, I muſt offend the Man 
To whom of all the World I am moſt-oblig'd, 
And one who knowing me but by my Services, 
Offers me what Ther{ander might accept. 

Ly/. It's fit you ſhould conſult the Princeſs, Sir, 
What tis you ought to loo. 

Ther. I'Il ta ke thy Counſel—and wait upon Olympia: 

es, I will go viſit her, tho but to prove 
No Torment can be like diſſembled Love. 


SCENE IV. 4 Chamer. 


Enter Queen, Cleomena, Honorius. 
Queen. Is't poſſible, my Brother, you can have 
So great a Paſſion for the publick good. 
As willingly to ſacrifice your Child to its Repoſe, 
And make her Arms the ſoft and eaſy Chains 
To link this gallant Stranger to our Intereſt ? 
Hon, His Virtue I prefer above a Crown. 
Cleo, You ſhou'd love Virtue as you ought to love it; 
Net give it over-meaſure—But are you ſure he will accept 
it? 81 
Hon. I am not certain, being not come ſo far; 
But I propos'd it, and no doubt he lik'd it. 
Cleo, This cannot be his Malice; for be was ever noble 
8 Hon. talks to the Nuten 
But falſe or ſeign'd, I can endure no more on't: 
zy Heaven this Stranger's falſe ! falſe as his Name: 
——Semiris found him gazing on her Picture: 
—— Tis ſo— be loves Olympia! 
And when+h ask the Name of her he lov'd, 
I urg'd it with ſuch ſoftneſs in my Eyes, 
That he in Pity of me ſwore *twas I: 
No can I find how much my Soul's poſſeſt 


Wab 
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Vith Love, ſince tis with Jealouſy oppreſt. [Goes out. 

Queen, How do you like the Trial of Orſames, 

Vhich I intend to make? | 

| Hon, Lou ll oblige your People, * do a Mother's 

ut 4 

* You know LO not the Tyrant i in my Nature, 

bat from his . kept him ignorant 

df what he was but the Decrees of Heaven. 

Hon. Madam, tis true; and it the Gods be juſt, 

e muſt be King too, tho his Reign be ſhort ; 

ou cannot alter thoſe Decrees of Heaven. 

Queen. The Gods are' Witneſs how theſe eighteen ya r 

have with much Regi et conceal'd his Birth. 

Hon. You know the laſt Defeat the Scythians gave us, 

b impatient People broke the Caftle-gates, 

nd againſt all your Powers were 1 to have crown 4 
him; 

nd ſhou'd we now be conquer 'd, nothing leſs 

Vill (till. the mutinous Army: try him, Madam, 

le may be fit for great Impreſſions,. BNN 

lad he but good Examples to diſpoſe him. 

Veen. I'll have it done to night. [IP 20 By 

Jeayen, if it be thy Will, inſpire my Son 

ib Virtue fit to wear his Father's Crown, [Exennt; 


b 


Scene draws off, diſcovers Therſander ſcenninghy conr- 
it} ting Olympia. Enter Cleomena'; fees them, ftarts, 
gazes on them, then goes out unſeen. The Scene 
to changes her Apartment. —She enters in a Rage=— 
Cleo. Perfidious Man! am I abandon'd then? 5 
bandon'd for O. ympia / my Slave. 
And yet I loy'd him more than 1 did Heaven b 


. 

nd ſhall he quit me thus ? . 

ithout being puniſh'd for this Infidelity e Naa This 

No, let me N a ſhame to all my Sex they 

Oh, Clemanthis! to whom I fondly gave wy Liberty 

Then firſt I ſaw thee ſleeping in the Wood. 
But I grow ſoft, a Paſſion too unfit 


r ſo much Anger as my Soul's 3 with; 
You, II. F -T'was 


— — — — 


122 The vou Kine; 


Twas but even now he lov'd me wich ſuch Ardor, 
And he who promis'd me the Crown. of n, 8 4 
Dar'ſt thou become unjuſt, ungrateful Stranger! 
Who having rais d thy Eyes to \ Cleomena,. W WueY 1 
Would facrifice her to another Miſtreſs ? * y; 
—— This Heart, which ought not to ve ang amy, 
But by the Services and Blood of Kings, EC 
How haſt thou loft it on a falſe U neun, 
Without being paid for it one ſingle Sign 
Enter Therſander; She draws a Dagger; offers 1 Hil 
4 1 85 but canntte + 1] 
Traitor —haſt ou the impudence to appear before: 
Or, of bou come * meet thy juſt Reward ? [:417 my | 
:[Offers to: flab bid, 
—Fhere's 8 ſomething, in his Looks that does: -preſerye "li 
Or I'm not truly brave, and dare not kill him. | 
—Go treacherous Unknown, whom I've prefered. 
Before ſo many Princes, Who in vain 
Sue for this credulous Heart which thou' betray d. 


Cleo. Be gone, I an if chow would'lt Cav a 15 

Which thoſe that dare > evil fear to loſe. 
Tker. Thoſe Eyes thus order'd are far worſe than Dea, 

End what you tive ſo well oagen, 

And kill me; Th! | 

Yet from another's Hand; 

The Blow would be leſs cruel. - 
Cleo. Oh Impudence ! ++ 

Still he wou'd cheat my Rage; as be bas abug'd wh Doi 

But Monſter, tho «5 art below my Hand, ' 

I'm yet a Princeſs, and I can command, 

By Heaven I'll try how much Rage can invent. 

Semiris, call Olympia to me ſtrait; 

She ſhall in Triumph with me ſtand and dale, 

To ſee thee by ſome Vaſſal bleed. | 
Ther. There needs no other witneſs of my bab, 

But her I have offended : 

To you alone I offer up my Lie: for g | 

I've ſomething to relate may jultify your Rage, 


1 


Th 
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Tho not deſerve your ity, ao a0 
8 Cleo, Hell 8 

Now I'm confirm d, "kh fears that ihe ſhould 3 Lr 
Him die, leſt it ſhould coſt her but a Tears i MM 
— Why ſhould L want the Strength /?-——— | vel bah 
But Oh, J cannot. 7 { Offers, 10 preſent * Dagger, 
But canſt chou live falſe Man, and ſee me frown ? 
Ther, No, Madam, I can die thus 


ln 0 es. on his Shorts 
Cleo. Stay 


Thou ſhal t not ſo much Glory gain: iel bad ng 

No, live, and prove wretched — to BS 

How very poorly thou haſt loſt my Heart, [Ex. raving. 
[Ther. gazes after her. 

Ther, Muſt I then live 1 will An. 

he faireſt and unkindeſt of thy Sex ; 

f &er it be thy chance to meet wich une 

hat loves more than Therſander, if thou canſt 

reat him worſe than thou haſt done m. 

for oh! how miſerable is the Wtetch, hole Prayer & 

Repuls'd, like me Ire. _— to pai: E © Ove 


h 


«2 © 


A 8 7 10 8 O . £ : 


Orſames ſeated. on 4 Throne ee, Are in Royal 
Robes, the Crowp and Scepter ying by oh 4 Table. 
On either ſidꝭ of the Stage Courtiers ready areſt, and 
multitude of Lights. Above is diſcovered the Queen, 
Olympia, and Women, Pimante, Artabazes, Iſmenes ; 


We; 


gaxes round about him, and on e with Wonder. , 


14 * 1 * 0 


/- FX Ods.! What amt ?. 1 


——Or, is there any 2 ** bere our re. 
Ger, Yes, my great Lord; 


ut you're a King, a "ey | Monarch, Sir, n 


Tho 


The Curtain is let down— Jring aun up, Ut | 


Soft Muſick plays; whilſt he wakes by degrees, and 


| 970. 
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Or/. 1 underſtand thee, tis ſome God thou mean'(t, | 
Ger. On Earth it is; your Power too is as great; 
Your Frowns deſtroy; and when you ſmile you bleſs, 
At every Nod the Whole Creation bows, '' 
And lay their grateful Tributes at your Pock!; 0 . gn 
Their. Lives are yours, and when you deign 10 rake em, 
There's not a Mortal dares defend himſelf : 
But that you may the more reſemble Heaven, 
You ſhould be merciful and bountiful. 
Orſ. I do believe I am the King thou ſpeak'ſt of. 
Ger. Behold this Crown. this ſacred Thing is yours, if 
( Kneas,' and gives him the Scepter and Crous 
be puts it on, and wall, abaunt. 
-Orfe Ati is a glorious Object 
And fit for none biit me A591 en It 
* Olymp. Madam, methinks the King is the fineſt Ma 
That &er I ſaw—— ſhall he not ſtill be King ? 9 19 
Qs. I hope he will deſerve it. 6 q 
Orſ. So, now methinks I. move like Heaven it OY 
All: circled round with Stars 
-—Hab ! what's this that kneels ? [The Queen knits, h 
Ger. The Queen your Mother, Sir.— ſnatches her u. 
Orſ. By my great ſelf it is another Woman, 
Which J have burnt with a deſire of _—_ 
erz 


13 


Ehe gone, and leave us here alone toget 
I've ſomething to impart to this fair Thing, 2 
| Muſt not be underſtood by you· * 
u. Why, Sir, what is it you can impart to me, 1 
Which thoſe about you muſt noꝛ underſtand ? VB 
Orſ. A new Philoſophy inſpir'd by Nature, 
And much above whatever Geron taught, c 
Come and augment my Knowledge. For 
Qs. Why me, Sir, more than any one about you? 55 
Orſ. Thou art all ſoft and ſweet like ſpringing Flower, WW __ 
And gentle as the undiſturbed Air, * 
Nx. But I am your Motheg, 0 
Orſ. No matter; thou' rt a Woman, art thou not ? 0 
And being fo, the Mother cannot awe me- And 


Ger, Sir, tis the Perſon 2 ou Life and Being. Wh 
orſ. That gave me Life ! J loye thee fort! 


els, 


or, The Miſtake. 125 
come and l'll pay thee back ſuch kind . 
Ger. Moſt Royal Sir, this Woman was bein 
Not made by Heaven — for you. 
0rſ. Away with your Philoſophy ; . your ſaid 
I was a King, a mighty God on Earth,. | 
And by that Power 1 may do any thing. | 
Ger, But Kings are juſt as well as pgwerful, 1 
0r/. 1 am ſo to my (elf, do not oppoſe me. 
Ger. Sir, this is one not meant, not form'd for you. 
Orſ. Am I a God, and can be diſobey d? 
Remove that Contradi&ion from my — 4 0 man 
And let him liye no longer: ba, more Women! 
Enter Olympia and ather Women. 
Oh Nature, how thou'ſt furniſh'd me with Store ! 
And finer far than this [Gazes on Olympia. 
— But” what is that whoſe Eyes give Laws to all, 
And like the Sun, eclipſe, the leſſer Lights? 
Qu. Speak to him, Olympige 1 
Or. Who tells me what ſhe is 2 8 
0lyn, Oh how I tremble-!—.Sir, I am 5 | Maid. © 
Orſ. A Maid! and may you be approache with Knees 


and Prayers? | [Kneels, 
Ohm. I am your Says, you muſt not knee! to me 
[1 Takes him up, 
Orſ. How ſoon. my Glory's vaniſh! 1 


Til now 1 did believe I was ſome God, 
And had my Power and my Divinity, 
Witbin my Will; but by this awful Fear, 
I find thou art che greater Deity ;'/ , 
——Pray tell me faireſt, are you not a Woman? 
Olym. I am a Woman, and a Virgin, Sir, 
Or/. 1 did believe that thou wert ſomething more, 
Fork have ſeen a Woman, and ne er knew 
do much Diſorder in my Soul before: 
—— For every Look of thine gives me a Pain, 
And draws my Heart out of its wonted Seat. 
Olyn. Alas, Sir, have I hurt you ? 
Or/. Extremely hurt me, thou haſt a ſecret Power, 


And canſt at diſtance wound. ? 
Which none but Heayen and you cou'd eyer do. 
— hut 
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226 The YouN& KING; 

Bat was my Fault; had 1 not gaz'd on thee, 

I had been ſtilb a King, and fall of Reach. | 

—Here—receive this Crown, tis now unfic for IP 

Since thou haſt greater power —whüſt i it ſits who 
[He takes off his Crown, and puts it on hi; 


It looks like Stars fall'n from their proper Sphere: 2 


0, . now they're fixt again. 

Qu. Pimante, (peak to him to take it back. 

0 Pim. He kills me with his Looks. By POIng 
ir, when you part with this, you'it be aeſpis'd ; 
Your Glory, and your Thunder, all will vaniſh, 

Or, I yet have ſomething that ſhall make thee . 
I'm ſtill a King, tho I muſt bow to her; 
T ake him away to Death immediately —_ . 

Pim. Any where to be out of your Sight —— f 
A King, quotha? 


Er, 
Orfe. Come; my fair Virgin, this ſhall be my 15 


And 1 wfll place rb. here, my Deity. 

Ar. Great Sir, that Throne is only fit for you. * 
0. Lſay again, I'll haye it e po 
Thou art a Woman, thank the Gods for that : 


| we Aſcend, m my lovely Virgin, and adorn it; 7 
Aſcend, and be immortal as my ſelf, fi. 


Art. That Throne ſhe was not born to. | 
Orf, Into the Sea with that bold Counſellor, © 
And let him theredifpute with Winds and Waves. ”_ eh 
Being ſeated on a Throne, ener ſeveral i in Mee 
and dance. 


cou d I be ſenſible of any Pleaſure, | 
But what I take in thee, this had ſurpriz d me. 


Olym, A Banquet, Sir, attends you. h 
Ore Diſpoſe me as you pleaſe, = loyely Virgin; 
For I've reſigid my Being to your Will, 
And have no more of what T'call my own, 


Than Senſe of Joys and Pains, which you create. . 


[They riſe, and fit down at a Banquet. He _ on her. 
Olym. Will you not pleaſe to eat? 
Or/. It is tod groſs a Pleaſure for a King, 
Sure, if they eat, tis ſome celeſtial Food, 


As 1 do by gaz ng on thy 56 | | N 


6. 


.- # * . „ "4 A a 
2 The Miſtale. 127 
Ah lovely Maid: 0! OO 
ohm. Why do you ſigh, Sir? „ 
0r/. For ſomething which L want; yet having theeß 
What more can Heaven beſtow rogratify ß, 
My Soul and Senfe withal? ee 
O0lym, Sit, taſte this Mine; 
Perhaps *twill alter that deceiy'd Opinion, 1 
And let you know the Error of your Paſſions © 
'Twill cauſe at leaſt ſome Alteration, in you. | 
Or, Why ſhouldſt thou ask ſo poor a Proof of me > 
But pet, I will obey,—give me the Wine, FL, 
t [They put fomething into the Bowls 
Olym. How do you like ir, Sir? mz 8 
Or. Why——well; but 1 am ſtill the ſame. 
come, give it me again — tis very pleaſant— 
Will you not taſte it too) | 
Methinks my Soul is grown more 
What 1 have rank, has deify'd thee more, 
Heigbtens the Pleaſure which 1 take to gaze on thee, 
And ſends a thouſand ſtrange uneafy Joys, | 
That play about my Heart, and more tranſport me 
Drink, my fair Virgin, and perhaps thy Eyes 
May fad ſome Charms in me to make thee thus. 
Ohm. Alas, they've found already but too many. Aida, | 
Or/. I thought I muſt have gaz d on thee for ever, | as 
hut ob! my Eyes grow heavy in the Play, Tr al 
As if ſome ſtrange Divinity about me 
Told me my Safety lay in their Declenſion. | 
It is not Sleep !—ſure Kings do never ſleep; 
That were a low ſubmiſſion to a Power * 
Monarch ſhou'd deſpiſe but yet tis ſo ; 
Je Gods, am I but mortal then? 0 
Or do you ever ſleep? 1 find yedo! _ 
But I muſt—— and loſe this lovely Object: 


Ls 


gay and vigorous; 


Grant, oh ye Gods, that I may find it in a Pream, ve ol 
Let her Idea hover about my Soul, © wp * 

And keep it ſtill in this harmonious Order. 
And gently blow the Flame *c has kindled there. 
| wD,. | Ill. aſtecp. 8 
Enter Geron, Pimante, and Erates. 
F 4 Pim. ” 
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Pim. Are you ſure he'r-alleep?-: . 
Ser. How do you like him, Madam ꝰ 
Qu. I fear he is a Tyrant in his Nature. 
Ger. But ſince he can be tam'd by Love and Beauty, 
Jou ſhould not doubt but he'll be fit to reign. 
Qu. Remove him now into his own Apartment, . 
And ſtill continue to impoſe upon him, 
Till you receive new Orders. | [Exeun, 


Enter Cleom. with a Truncheon in her Hand, aSwyl 

and a Quiver of Arrows by her ſide, with Semitis 
Sem. Madam, you are ſad, _ 

As if you doubted your Succeſs t6 day. Ba 
Cleo. There are ſome Moments wherein 1 do repent 

The too raſh Baniſhment of poor Clemanthis. 

How did he take the Letter which I ſent ? | 

Sem. As Perſons innocent and full of Health 

Receive unlookt for Sentences of Death; 

He figh'd, and ſaid he wou'd obey your Will: 

And, Madam, had you ſeen his ſilent Grief, 

| You wou'd haye thought him innocent. | 
Cleo, Innocent! baniſh that fooliſh Pity from your Hear, 

That wou'd: perſuade thee he is innocent. 2 

Did 1 not ſee him courting of Olympia? 

And can my Eyes deceive me? p 

Sem. Olympia, Madam! Gods, what do I hear! 

Till now I did not know his Fault of Baniſhment. 

Cleo. And was't not cauſe enough? _ bY 
Sem. Ah, Madam, what Injuſtice have you done ? 

Before Clemanthis came into your, Cabinet, 

He entertain'd me for a pretty while 


With the Intentions of your generous Uncle; 8 
He told me how he offer d him Olympia, | g i 
And that he durſt not ſeem to diſeſteem it, 99 94 el 
Being your Uncle, and a Man to whom ( 
He ow d ſo much; but moſt to hide his Paſſion ; 1 

And then was coming to conſult with you, - 


How he ſhould manage this Affair with bim. * 


or, The Miſtole. 


Cleo. And is this Truth thou tell'ſt me, dear Semiris + ? 
gem. Madam, I do not uſe t'abuſe your Credit. x 
Cle), Fly then, Semiris, and reverſe his Doom. 
Sem. Would I knew. whither, Madam. 
Cleo. —_ is he no longer then in the Camp? 
Sem, Ah, Madam, is he no longer in the Vel oF” 
or 'tis 8. to be imagin'd 
e parted hence with any Thought of Life, | | 
Cleo, Send ev'ry way to find bim—hark, I'm call'd— 
[Trumpet ſounds. 
nd he that finds him firſt, is W for ever. | 
Dh Jealouſy, thou Paſſion moſt ingrate ! 
Thy Ils procure more Miſchief than thy Hate. 
Tis thou art Tyrant, when Love bears the blame, 
Tis pity thou'rt conſiſtent with Love's Flame. 
not my Weakneſs nor Reſentment ſhow; 
Heart like mine, ſhould ſooner break than bow. 
Come my Semiris, we too long have ſtay d; 
That Call, till now, was neyer obey d. 


[Trumpet ſounds. Ex. s 


* 


SCENE III. Seythian Tents. 


ant Enter Amintas, dreſt fine, with Urania. 
. Within this Shade till the black Day be paſt, 
I will attend thy Fortune, or thy Fate. 3 
Amin. The King has taken Horſe, the Fight's begun, 
ind I muſt leave thee to the Gods and Prayer. 
Ura, Why was I made a Woman? or being ſo, 
Why had I not a maſculine Courage given me? 
That fide by fide I might have ſhar'd thy Glory, 
Or have expir'd together ? 
Amin, Thou wilt undo'me with this Tenderneſs, 
Come fend me kindly from thee, 
With Joys about my Heart that may preſerve it; 
Here reſt till my Return ; farewel, my Fair, 
Ura. And if 1 never ſee thee more, farewel— 


Amin. exit, 


Here I will lay me down, and never riſe, 


Ti) thou zequrn'ſt with Laurel, or with Cypreſs. [Sizs down. 
l. F 5 Now 
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130 The YounG KinG; 
Now I cou d curſe the Fortune of my Prince, 
Who quits a Father for an Enemy, es: 
To ſatisfy a Flame will rain him, [4 noiſe of Fighiin 
——The Fight iicteaſes ; Oh ye Gods of Battet, © * 
In midſt of aſt your Rage preſerve my Love. 
Euter Artabazes ovpr the Stage, and gots our. 
Art. My Nephew kill'd ! and k diſmounted too! d 


1 


cus feers ef: 
Ura. This Noiſe has comfort in't, it ſounds like Vicon 
[A Hollowing within amongſt the noiſe of Fighiin, 
T 
—Oh Gods ! Amintas , what has Fortune done? 
Amin, The undaunted Scythians never loſt the Field . 
Yet now at firſt was doubtful ' © © 
To which fide Fortune would incline het (elf. 
Iſmenes kill'd whereer he turn'd his Sword, 
And quite defeated our Agrippian Forces; 
Yet was not ſatisfyd, knowing the King 
To be the Price of Cleomena's Heart, 
But ſought him out on all ſides, 
Whom *twas not hard to findz . 
For he was hurrying now from Rank to Rant, 
Diſtributing a Death to all Oppoſers, | 
But young Iſmenes having pierc'd the Squadrons, 
And knowing our great King by ſeveral Marks, 
Boldly cry'd out, —Defend the Lite I clajun. 
The King made no Reply, but at that Word 


Prepar' d himſeff to fight, > 
Ura; Thou kill'& me, till thou bring'ſt him off again 
Amin. Dilorder'dthus—the Dacian took Advantage, 

And charg' d with ſo much Vigour—we gaye Ground 

When on that fide the ſingle Combat was, 

There appear'd a Body of two thouſand Horſe, 

Led by a Man, whoſe Looks brought Victory, 

And made the conquering Foe retire again: 

But when he did perceiye the King engag'd, 

With unreſiſted Fury he made ur 

And ruſhing in between them, _ 

Gave the young Prince a blow upon his Head, 

That truck him from his Horſe. 


Ali 


ger this Victory Therſander's Name 
hid fly from Mouth to Mouth, * 
nſpiring every Scythian with new Valour ; 
e kill'd Philemon, and forc'd Artabazes  . 
o ſeek his Safety by his Horſe's Hight Jah 40 


I 
* 


— 


my, 


Enter King, Therſander, Officers and Soldiers. 


King. Let me once more embrace my dear Therſander. 2 
Amin. The Prince is wounded, Sir. | 
5. King. He is but they look lovely on him. 


Ther. They're too ſlight Marks to give you of my Duty; 
our Majeſty has greater need of Care. 1 
U . Thou art my beſt Phyſician, and thy fight. 
eus al! che Wounds I have: come in with me, 
nd let me lay thee to my panting Boſom, 
hou great Preſerver of my Crown and Life. 
Ther, Vil wait upon you, Sir. 
| [Exeunt all but Therſ. and Amin. 
ow let me take thee to my Arms, my Friend ; 
vr thou art half my ſelf, my dear Amintas : 
have ſtrange News to tell thee ſince we parted, 
nd need thy Counſel in an Affair of Love- 
Thou know'ſt my buſineſs to the Dacian Court 
as to have ſet thee free; but oh my Friend 
lieu of that, I've made my ſelf a Captive. 
Amin, Your Story, Sir, 1 know, but heard withal, 
e Princeſs did repay your grateful Flame, 


n Wd when 1 thought my ſelf the moſt ſecure, 
, ing fortify'd with all her new · made Promiſes, 

{ Ireceiv'd her Orders for my Baniſhment, 

nich I as ſoon obey'd ; but by the way, 

lid conceive. a thouſand Reyolutions, NES 
metimes to ſerye, my Princeſs—then, my Father, 
metimes *rwas Nature got the upper ae 
then again *twas Love : in this Diſpute | | 
et the Levies of the I/adons, , 

ho were the laſt of all our Cavalry, 2 
whom I made me known, and came ſo luckily, 


er, The Miſtake, 131 


* 


Zut here's the King—retire into this Wood. [Ura. Ex : | 


Ther, I thought ſhe did, tor ſo a while ſhe ſeem'd;, _ 


þ blooming Hopes were blaſted e er full - bow, 
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132 The Youxs Kine g 
As gain'd the yet · diſputed Victor. 


Amin. Twas in an happy Moment. 

Toer. Thus I comply d with what 1 ow'd my Duty. 
But theſe of Love are ſtill unſatisty d? 
Dare I, who could offend to that degree, 


' D 


5441 
— 


As to deſerve a Baniſnment from her, 
Approach her uninyited? 

Amin. "Twas dangerous, Sir. 

Ther, Then 'twere the fitter for my Enterprize: 


o 


— But her Diſpleaſure oh my Cleomena ; 


If, for the Puniſhment of my Diſobedience, 
You'd only take away that Life you threaten, 
How willingly I wou'd reſign it up, 

Rather than undergo this Separation! | 
Amin. You'll certainly expoſe your Life by going: 
What other Reaſon could ſhe have to baniſh you, ; 

But from her Knowledge that you were Therſander ? 

And, Sir, you fee her Paſſion for Clemanthis 

Cou'd not o'ercome her Hatred for her Enemy. 

Ther, No, when I call to mind her cruel Words; 

if chuſing me beſore ſo many Kings 

J find *rwas to the Stranger, not the Scythian, 

She _— addreſt em; therefore l' venture on in mp 
Deſign :. 5 | | 

—ͤ— Give order that our Horſes be made ready, 

Whilſt I excuſe our Abſence to the King; our ſtay wil 
„„ 55 5 TT 

Mean time it may be thought we're gone to view the Camp 

Intereſt and Love but rarely do agree, 

Yet L muſt reconcile 'em. both. to he, 


SCENE. IV. The Dacian Tens. 


Enter Queen, Cleo, Hon, Arta. Iſm. Women, Attendunts, 
Cleo, *T'was ſtrangely loſt, and yet I date affirm, 
The Victory had. been ours but for Therſander, _ 
Who like the impetnous Sea oppos'd by Land, 
Made Breaches, and o'erflow'd all that lay near it. 
n. J had reveng d you on the King of Scythia, 
Had. bis Arrival not prevented me. . 


cu 


Cleo. He is brave, without diſpute. - {4 
Iſn. And 'tis as certain that he did ſurpriae me. 
Without permitting time for my Defence, _ 
He bad not elſe ſo ſoon diſmounted: me. 
But, Madam, I deſign (ift you approve it) 
To fight Ther ſander in a ſingle Combat. 
Art. That Juſtice I may hope as well as you 5 
He kill'd my Nephew, young Philemon, | 
For which I'll be reveng'd. 
Qs, I cannot but commend that noble Ardor 
That carries you to thoſe: Deſigns of Glory; 
What thinks my Brother of it? 
Hon, 1 like it, if the Victor will accept it. 
Cleo. And ſodo I; | | 
And that we may do equal Juſtice to you all, 
We'll write Ther ſander's Name, | | 
And he who draws that Name ſhall fight the Combat. 
Hon, But are you ſure he will accept the Offer? 
Im. I dare engage he will. | 
Cleo. I am of your Opinion; 
The only braye are never proud of Conqueſt, 
I'll write his Name my felf. 
Enter Page. 
Hon, What Shouts are theſe 7 
Page. Madam, Clemanthis is arriy'd, 
Qu. The News is welcome, | 


* 


il 


to Cleomena—/ſalures all. 


Could not detain me, when I was aſſur d 

My Sword could do you Service. | 
Qu. This Viſit recompenſes all our Loſs, 

You've made it in a time you may redeem 

The Opinion your Abſence almoſt forfeited. | 
Hon. Sir, 1 cou'd chide you too, but that your Sight... . 

Changes my Anger into kinder Welcomes. 8 
Ther, 1 ought to ſuffer, Sir, in your Opinion, 

Till my Eren may redeem my Credit. 


Clio. How great at once, and innocent be ſeems, 


. 


. uũß'—ß T ¼—PUf e 2 —9mNü— — — 
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[4 Shout without... 
Enter Therſ. kneels, kiſſes the Queen's Hand; the | ſame 


Ther. Madam, the great Neceſſity which made- me leave 
Vhen !] believ'd myſelf unprofitable, - Gon, 


And 
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134 The YouNnG KING; 
And how his Eyes his paſt Offence redeems 
Whilſt all my Cruelties they ſeem i*upbraid, 
They pardon too the Faults themſelves have made. 

Qs. I'm fatisfy'd, and you are fitly come 
To ſhare a Danger we are now diſputing. i 
Ther, Tis not the Danger, Madam, can diver me 
From enterprizing ought that is to ſerve you. 
Art. Madam, conſider who we are, It 14 
And ought not to be rank'd with one below us. 
Ther. Your Honour, Artabazes, is too nice; 
W ould we could find in this Diſpue, whate er it be, 
That were the greateſt Difficulty: | 
Madam, name your Commands, | REF 

Nu. We are drawing a Lot n be? 

To fight Ther ſander in a ſingle Compbar. aer ohn | 

- -M — Hal—Ther ſander, Madam, is a Conqueror. s. 

Im. Since you're ſo nice, we will excuſe you, Sir. P 
Ther. What an unlucky accident was this! 

One Moment's longer ſtay had. made me happy, L 4/ide. 

And render'd up theſe Rivals to my Power. | 
Hon. Come, Sir, the Lots are ready,, 

[They draw Lots, It falls to Thesl, | 
Ther. My Fears are all compleated—— L 7 
The Lot is mine. | 
Cleo. Clemanthis, I'm fo ſenſible of the Danger | 
[ Afade to him. 


9 = %, Wa — 


W hereto you muſt expoſe your ſelf for IE | [ 
I cannot think with Pleaſure on the V ory: 
You poſſibly may gain. 
4 Encourag' AN 1 cannot fail of Conqueſt; ; 7 
[Bows to her, and ſpeaks low, Tha 
But, Madam, if T. berſander be as nice [Turns to the 2 ” 
As theſe two Princes are, it will be hard But 
To get him to accept a Challenge from me. 1 
Clio. Clemanthts Deeds has rais'd his Fame 9 high, au 
Te be eſteem' d unworthy of that Juſtice; ld 
Nor can we find the Scyrhian Prince a be Whe 
More equal to his Youth and Valour too. | But f 
Ther. If Fortune bleſs me wich Succeſs to Day, They 


Vll owe it to your Cauſe and not my * 


0, The Miſtake. WT - . 
gu. May'ſt thou be ever Victor. {They lead lim eus. 
Manent Arta. Iſm. 
Art. My Act ſhall fail me then... 1 0 
1/m, You are diſpleas'd, Sir. 18:44 494 
Art. Is that a Wonder? 
Who can be tame, and ſee an W Tem 
Who brings no Forces but his ſingle Arm,: - - 
Raviſh the Hope and Spoil of Vieeory from ls; 
And rival us in Love as well as Glory, 
Whilſt both our Claims to Cleomena's Heart 
Muſt be neglected ſi nee we want Succels ? 
iſm, We could pretend to her no other way. 
Art, Have you, or I, leſs Virtue than Clemant hi.? 
Iſm. Yes, it we enVy at his Merits, 
Arr. Purſue your virtuous Road, and in the end 
dee whether you or I reach firſt the n 
I' take Revenge. . n exit. 
Iſm. 1 Honour will purſue, 1 t 2 5 
A Path which never led me to RKepentance. 5 
——Clemanthis, if thy Life 1 baſely fought, 
Like him, Fd fave the Hazard of my o-ẽn; 
But as thou'rt brave, ſo thou ſhalt bravely: fal! [ 
Before Therſander rob me of thy Life, | 
Or thou the Fortune haſt to Ow | 
And if in this Encounter I expire, At, At Hager 
} do but fall a Victim to an hopeleſs Fire. xi. 
Scene changes to th Mood, difcouers Tbesſ. and Amin, 
among the Trees; anne ; after 0 oy 
come forth. 50 
Ther. So, now thou 4oft oat like Clemannbic, 
That not a Daciaw'birt will be miſtaken in chee. 
Amin. My Lord, I know not bow 1: my x he 
But 1 am ignorant bow 1 am to aft. 
her. Kemain within the Covert of this * 
Until the Sign be given for the Combat, 
| And then appear upon che Vit appointed, WA 0 
Where I will meet and fight with thee z 
But ſo I order all the Blows I give, 
They ſhall not wound nor hurt thee,” 


For till remember I muſt be the Victor. 


e 
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| That none ſhall know the Fallacy, * 


Amin. I will endeavour to perform i it %,, . [Noe 


Ther. Be gone, I hear a Noiſe; farewel, dear Aminta;, 

Remember that you act Clemanthis well. [Ex Ther, 
Enter ſome Fellows in Clos. 

1 Fel. That's he that goes into the Wood; I know bin 
by his Plume; are ye all ready? | 

2 Fel, Yes, for a greater Murder than the killing of ons 
ſingle Man ; and here's a Place as fit as we 2 wiſh; 
ſhall we ſet vpon him altogether ? 

1 Fel, Ay, ay, Neatneſs in this Affair is not required: 
kill him, and Artabazes deſires no more. 
Ie Fellows go behind the Trees, they fight, Amintas fall. | 

Enter Iſmenes. Cl 

In. Into this Wood he went, as if he knew my Buſinek, 

Here we unſeen may end the Difference — [Noiſe within, Wn: 


— Hark —— what Noiſe of fighting's that? ; 
Perhaps my Aid's requir'd. 1 [Exit 
Scene draws open, diſcovers Amintas lyingas dead all 
bloody, Pimante peeping; Iſm. re. enters. b 

Iſm. It is Clemanthis, and this barbarous Deed, | 

Is done by Artabazes. 100 0 [Ex. NV 


Enter Pimante. 5 8 
Pim. Had ever Cavalier ſuch damn'd 3 o 1 hay ( 
heard it diſputed, that this ſame Danger was to be courted I 


by the brave and bold; but I, who took the beſt Care! Fur 


could whilſt the Fight laſted to ſecure my ſelf by this Re I tt 
treat, find my ſelf even here ſurrounded with it; and poo: Swe 
Clemanthis, who, I'll warrant, came too with my Deſign, 


has met here what he endeayour'd to ſhun : Yonder's | 8 
menes too well, we are all but Men. N com 
Iſm. Here's yet ſome Breath en ; oh Pimant 7 
lend thy Aſſiſtance. Ah, 
w—Clemanthis, it thou yet haſt ſo much Senſe, | Fixt 
Inform us how thqu cam'ſt thus wounded ? 4 Def 
Amin. KnowSir, Therſander—Ptince of N Iwa 
ami And 

Pim. Alas, he's dead, Sir, trouble him no further, "OM 


Im. The Prince of Seythia do this ! 
Pim. Ay, ay, this mighty Prince, fearing to encounte 
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a fi ngle Man, has ſet a dozen to kill him Mercy. upon 
us, twas a bloody Fight: but, Sir, what ſhall we do 
with the Body? (lence, 

I/m, If I could command thee any ching ĩt ſhould be Si- 


Till I have met Therſander in his Room. [ſm exit. 
Pim. You ſhould command me, tho I was neyer * 


Wat Secrets. 


Enter Cleomena, Semiris. 

Cleo. Let the Coach Wait at the Entrance of the Wood: 
1 find I am a perfect Woman now. 1 
And have my Fears, and fits of Cowardice, 4 23 4. i 

S:m, Madam, will ou not ſee the Combatthen? 

Clo, I dare not, ſomething here aſſures me 
Clemanthis will be conquer'd. 

Pim, Ha ! the Princeſs here? on my Conſcience there 
was never Miſchief but a Woman was at one end on't, 

Sem. How now, Pimante, why do you look ſo gl ? 

Pim, Ah Madam, ſuch a Sight ſo Siena) and blood 7 

Cleo. What ſays A 

Pim. Clemanthis, Madam 

Cleo, Clemanthis I Oh what of him ? 7 
Why, my prophetick Heart, doſt thou betray me ? 

Sem, For Heaven's ſake, Madam, reaſſume your Courage. 

Cleo, Yes—T will hear—the fatal Story—out. | 

Pim, Truth is, Madam, to retire from the Noiſe and 
Fury of the Battle, I came into this Wood; and when 
I thought all Danger paſt, I heard even here the Noiſe of 
Swords and Fighting ; which endeayouring to avoid, 
fell almoſt into the Danger of them. _ . 

Sem. Leave out the Hiſtory of your own Fears, and 
come to the Buſineſs. 

bim. But ah, Madam, unſeen I ſaw: who did I fee 
Ah, who ſhould I ſee but Clemanthis, Madam, 


«-* 3 


rot with his Back againſt yon Cy preſs- tree, 


Defending himſelf againſt a dozen Murderers. 

Iwas, alas, too weak to take the weaker fide, 

And therefore came not forth to his Aſſiſtance. * 

Prince 1/72enes would have taken his Part, but came too 
late too; | 


But &er he died we begg d to know bis Murderers, | 
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And be could anſwer nothing bit——Ther ſander, || 


Cleo. Remove me to the Body of my Love 
I will not now deplore as Women uſe, 

But call up all my Vengeance to my Aid. 
Expect not ſo much Imbecillit y  _* 

From her whofe Love nor Courage was made known 

Sufficiehtly to thee. Oh my Clemanthis Tx 

I wou'd not now ſurvive thee, . 

Were it not weak and cowardly to die, we" 

And leivethee unteveng e. 

—Be calm my Eyes, and let my Soul ſupply ye; 

A ſilent broken Heart muſt be his Sacrifice: 

Ev'ry indifferent Sorrow claims our Tears, 

Mine do require Blood, and*tis with that 

Thefe muſt be waſht away= 

Whatever I defign to execute,” ' | 
- Pimante, and Semiris, I conjure xe 

Go not about to hinder,” but be fileng, 

Or I will ſend my Dagger to this Heart. 
Remove this Body further into the Mood, 

And ſtrip it of thoſe glittering Ornaments, 

And let me perſonate this dear dear Prince, 

Obey, and dreſs me ſtrait without reply, _ 

There is not far from hence a Praid's Cell, 

A Man for Piety and Knowledge famous ; 

Thither convey the breathleſs ſacred Corps, 

Laid gently in my Chariot, | 
There to be kept conceal'd till further Orders. 

Sem, Ah, Madam, what is't you intend to do? 
Cleo. What ſhou'd 1 do but die ah! do not weep, 

But haſte to do as I command yx; 

Haſte, haſte, the Time and my Revenge require it. 


. 


. | They lead her to Amin. who lies wounded © ſh 
axe on him a while, his Face being all blog, 


Tut aſus» 


Sem. For Heaven's ſake, Madam, for your royal ſelf, 


Do not purſue this eruel fatal ad ok 
Pity the Queen, your Servants, and all Mankind. 


Cleo, Away thou feeble thing, that never knew'ſt the 


real Joys of Love, . 


Or eyer heard of any Grief like mine * 


It 
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If thou would'ſt give me Proofs of thy Eſteem, 13 7 


Forget all Words, all Language, bur Revenge. '5 
7 Let me not {ee ſo much b f oman in thee t bp Ae : aq 1 
0 ned one Tear, but drefs thy, Eyes with Rerceneſs, __. 1 


And ſend me forth to meer my Love, as 8% 
As if intended for my nuptial Day. # ' ] +40 
That Soul that ſighs in pity' of my Fate, 
Shall meet returns of my extremeſt Hate: 
Piy with my Revenge miſt find no room; 


[ll bury all but Rage within thy Tomb. [EAe⁰tin 
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user Cleomena dre in Clemanthis': Clothes, Semiris 
bearing the Cap and Feather, Pimante be S ward. 
clo. C OME, my Semiris you muſt aſſiſt a little, 
And you Pimante, buckle on my Sword. - 
Pin, I never parted with a Sword fo unwillingly in 
my Life. \ 

Cleo. SoHo doſt thou like me now? 
ight I not paſs, thus habited, for Clemanthis? 
Pim, Yes, Madam, till you come to the fighting part. 
Cleo. Now go, and do as 1 have ordered you. 
* Madam, tho I muſt not wait on yqu to 
L will in Death, ris my firſt Act, and laſt of Diſobedience. 

| e eden NOM 176% Oo WWeeps. 
Cleo. Do not diſturb me with thy Grief, Semiris: g 
0 leave me to my ſelf, and Thoughts of Vengeance: 
ind thou, baſe Traitor - Prince, ſhalt buy thy Life 
ut ſuch a Rate ſhall ruin thee for ever 3 
ind if 1 fall as believe 1 ſhall — 
he very Shame to know I am a Woman, | 
ball make thee curſe thy Fortune and thy Arms, 


ed, 


he 
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'If thou haſt any Senſe of Manhood left, "Te 
After the barbarous ee haſt — 5 * 
mw if my 78 80 Fortune ee e my Arm, Fel og 
This Arm (whom rect] to meet Hi 
Then] mall die Will erf W 95 4 0 | cans 
The time dtaws on when 1 ſhould try my Fate; 
Aſſiſt me, mighty Love, in my Deſign, 
That I may proye no Paſſion en. mine. 
Sem. Madam, conſider whom you muſt e encounter, 
Cleo. Conſider thou who s dead, the brave Clenaanthis! 


x 1! 


oh is a Shame to weep, being thus attir'd z 
Let me once-morefurvey my Telf. £8 
And yet I need not borrow Reſolution: 
Clemanthis, thou att murder d, that's the Word,. 
*Tis that creates me Man, and valiant too, 
And all incenſed ve. can prompt me to. 
Hark —hark — the · joyful Summons to my Death. 

[ Tranpets jon 
So, leave me to approach it ſdlemmly - 
Come, my dear Sword, from thee I muſt Speck 
That Service which my Arm may fail to affect; 
And if thou ever didſt thy Maſter love, 
= ſure each Stroke thou mak'ſt may mortal prove, 


ent 1 


SCENE . 


Alu a Noiſe of Trumpets at ſime * and feb 
ing, the Scene draws, and diſcovers Cleomena ani 
Therſander fighting: Lyſander, On one fide ſtand 
the King of Scythia with his Party's On the othir 

_ OI the Queen of Dacia, Hon. Arcabanes, [ and bn 
Party : Vallentio-, -._. . 
Ther. What mak'ſt thou fight it indeed thou? wer 
wy Clemanthis 1 Rt 
But ſince thou art not him thou eee d, | 
Whoe'er thou be'ſt, *twas indiſcreetly done, 
To draw me from an order might have ſav'd thee 3 
on Whit; is't chat dares aſſume Clemanthis ſhape ? 
[They ff fait 
, 
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Cleo. Unworthy Sogn, whoſe reported Valour 
Jnjuſtly was admir d, cou dſt thou believe the covert of 
the Wood {Cleo falls ; be floaps to look on her, 
ou'd hide thy Treaſon—Treaſon which thou durſt own 
too? [A cry of 755 on the Seqthian's þ ſides: 
Ther. Ab! Clebmdna, is it , 
Vhat have 1 done that could 68 7 10 tranſport you 2 2 
mant his Boldneſs has incur d your Hate, 
zut he has been ſeverely puniſnt for't; 
ind bere in lieu of that unhappy Stanger, 4429 3 
deceive Ther ſander with his equal Paſons, | 1 11 85 
ut not his equal Crimes. % 
Cleo. Oh Villain, ſince thou'ſt puniſ d cini. 
Puniſh the unhappy Chomena too, | 
\nd take her Lile who came to have taken thine, | 
Qs. Tis not Clemdnthis, but my Cleomena—— 
Vich whom Ther ſander fight——ab cruel Child; 
* el | [They carry her off 
Ther. Oh, whithes, whilhet'ds you beat my Goddeſs 1 
Leturn, and here reſign your ſacred Load, 
hat whilſt it har Life it may behold the Kactißce 
That I will make of this wild wretched Man 
That has ſo much offended Diſobey d! 
My Arms, my Arms, Tyſander mount me . 
Ind let me force the diſobedient Troops ; 
Thoſe Coward-Slaves that could behold her bleed, 
Ind not revenge her on the Murderer:: 
Quickly my Arms, kill, burn, and ſcatter all; 


— 


wi! 
12 
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„bg "midſt the Ruins of the World 1 fall, 
af [The Scythian Guards carry him off by force. 
* Enter Iſmenes with his Sword. They all deſcend. 

J 


Iſm. Still thus defeated and oinſtripr by Fate, 
teſoly'd betimes, but ſallied out too late; 
onune and Love are equally unkind: 1 
Who can reſiſt thoſe mighty Powers e SE 

- [Exeunt, 


SCENE 


SCENE UL A Pin, 
Fueter Orſames, Geron - 
Ger. May 1 not know what tis afflicts you ſo? 
Lon wele not wont to hide your Soul from me. 
|  Orſ, Nor wou'd I now, knew I but ho to tell hee 
Oh Gero#, thou haſt hitherto ſo frighted me 
With thoughts of Death, by Stories which thou tell 
Of future Puniſhment i th' other World. 
That now I find thou ſt brought me to endure 
Thoſe Ills from Heaven thou ſay ſt our Sins procure. 
There's not a. little God of all the Number 
That ddes hot exerciſe his Arts on me. 
And practiſe Power, which by my ſuffering 
He grows more mighty in—1'l] not endure it. 
Ger. Why not, as well as 1? | [ (Differag 
Orſ. Thou may'ſt do what thou wilt; but there's 
(As vaſt as *twixt the Sun and leſſer Lights): 
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Between thy Soul and mine; Gs nol oed bet ol 
Thou canſt contdnted: (it whole Da 's together, 
And entertain thy, Lute, that dull Companion, 

Till duller Sleep does ſilence it and thee : + 
But I, whoſe active Soul deſpiſe that drouſy God, 
Can ever dare him in his height of Power: 
Then when he ties thee to thy lazy Couch, 
Where th6u'rt ſo far from Senſe, thou'ſt loſt thy Soul; 
Even then, my Geron, my divertive Fancy p, 
Poſſeſſes me, beyond thy waking Though. — 
But, Geron, all was but an airy Dream; | 
I'wak*d, and found my ſelf a thing like the 
Ger, What was your Dream? 
Orſ. Why J will try to tell it the 
—— Methought I ſaw the Firmament divide, 
And all the Clouds, like Curtains, draw aſide; 
The Sun in all his Glories, ne*er put on 
So bright a Ray, nor Heaven with more Luſtre ſhon * 
The Face of Heaven too bright for mortal Eye 
Appear'd, and none durſt gaze upon't but I 3 
In Jove's illuſtrious Throne I only fat, 


Whilſt all the leſſer Gods did round me wait; 
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Habit, ſuch as cannot be expreſt; 


is in all her various Colouts dreſ t.. 

he Morning · Sun, nor Sun-dedining, Sky, * ods 
as half fo beautiful, ſo ien to ha 
ee brighte(t Stars in all Heaven's Canopy | ＋ 
ere choſen out- to make a Crown for me; Per \ 


ib which methought they glorify'd my Brow, . 
nd in my Hand: they plac'd she Thunder too: ⸗ 
be World was mine, and thouſands. ſuch as thou, | 
11 as [ moved, low to the Earth did bow $ i 
ke thronging Curle upon the wanton, Sea, 1 
hey ſtrove, and were as numerous as they: 
bither 1 ſoon deſcended in a Cloud z, 
tin the midſt of the adoring Croud, 
mighty Woman at my Feet did bow, 

dorn'd with Beauties more than Heaven can ty 
ene one among the reſt (for there were ſtore) 
ea id all did me, I did that one adore 137 
e did unking me, and her wondrous Eyxoes 
id all my Power and Thunder too deſpiſeo ; 5 
er Smiles could calm me, and her Looks were Law 5 
nd when ſhe frown'd, ſhe kept my Sou ny . 
h, Geron, while 1 ftvive to tell the reſt, el 
feel ſo ſtrange a Paſſion in my Breaſt, 1 
nat tho I ogly do relate a Dream, | 
j Torrents here-would make it real ſeem 1 
Ger. Tis lucky that he takes it for a Ne. lAlde. 
Pray go not form Ideas in your Fan,, 
nd ſuffer them. to diſtompoſe your Thoughts. ds 
Orſ, In ſpite of your Mallolopapy: ef, make 1 
ſtrange Impreſſioff on me. 291 wot 
Ger, That's perfett Madneſs, Sir, 
Orſ. Geron, I will no longer be_impos'd upon, 
follow all the Dictates of my Reaſon. 
Come tell we, for thou haſt not done ſo yet, 
ow Nature made us; by what ſtrange Devices. 
ll me where it was you ligbted on me firſt; . 
ad how I:came into 57 dull Poſſeſſion. 5 
dou ſay'ſt we are not born e 


de; 
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And I remember thou wert till as now, 7 
When 1 could hardly call upon thy Name, e 
But as thou wouldſt inſtruct my liſpi Tongue; 
And when I ask'd thee who rue thee, © 
Thoud'ſt ſigh, and fay a Manour-wotn' by Age, 
And now laid in the Earth but tell me, Geron, 
When time has waſted thee, For thou rt decaying, 1 
Where ſhall I find ſome new- made Work of Nature, Mer 
To teach thoſe, Precepts to, I've learnt of thee ! ? 
Why art thou ſiſent now 2/1 | 
Ger. You ought not, Sir, to piy into the hidden Seer 
of the Gods. 
Orſ. Come, tell not me of Secrets, nor of God 
What is't thou ſtudieſt for, more new Devices? 
Out with *em—this Sulleneſs betrays thee; 
And I have been too long impos'd upon. | 
I find my ſelf enlightned on a ſudden, +» - 
And ev'ry thing I ſee inſtructs my Reaſon 3 s 
»T has been enflay'd Fase come, out without it 
Ger, I dare not, Sir. | | 
Orſ. Who ist thou eat? 
Ger, The Anger of the Gods, 
Who will not have their bigh Decrees reveal'd,. 
Till they themſelves unfold em in their Oradles, | 
Orſ. What are thoſe Oracles ? } 
Ger. Heavenly Voices, Sir, weg Four what's writ | 
In the Eternal Book of Deſtiny. er 
Or ſ. I'll know what's writ in that eternal Book, 
Or let thee know what it contains wn de. 00 
Ger. What will you do? | 
Orſ. Throw thee into the Sea; | Fupiter, I will 
on” to take him ij 


Ger. Stay, Or ſamts — | 
is true, I have Commands from beinen, 
But yet the Time is hardly ripe for the Deſign. [46d 
Orſ.. _ your Story—or by Heaven 
Ger. 1 When you conſider who I am, 
With how much Care and' ad Tol I've brought yo up; 
How I have made my aged Arms your Cradle, 
And] in my Boſom Jull'd you to your reſt; 


Hoy 
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ow when you wept, my Tears kept time with yours, 
ad how your Smiles would dry again thoſe Showers ; 
ou will believe tis my Concern for you, 

4 not your Threats, makes me declare a Truth, 

070. Forward, my deareſt Geron, 
[hilt 1 as ſilent as a healthy Sleep, 

; growth of Flowers, or motion of the Air, 

nend each long*d-for Syllable thou breath'ſt, 

Ger, Be pleas'd to walk into the Garden, Sir, 

nd there I'll tell you Wonders to enſue ; | 
ut firſt, great Sir, your Pardon for the paſt, [Kyneel;, 
Or. 1 give it thee Gods, this is fine indeed! 

hy Language and thy Mien are altered, > 
n how my Soul's inlarg'd already! go, lead the way, 


LExeunt. 


SCENE IV. The Scythian Tem. 


Enter Therſander, Lyſander. 
Ther. Leave me, I will be calm, 
or this ſame change of Cleomena's Habit | 
[as but increas'd my Love—and all my Softneſs.. 
Twas in that Habitzthat I left Amintas. 
ods ! has he betray'd me then ? 13 
o, I muſt not have ſo mean a Thought of him; 
is certain that ſhe knows I am Ther ſander eos 
ut it the bold Clemanthis be Ther ſander, 
on to the Enemy of Cleomenaz | 
et ſtill it is that Clemanthis that ador'd her, 
Ind whom ſhe once made happy with her Loye. 
but I have wounded her, and here remain HET 
7 _ [Draws his Sword. 
be Marks of my Diſhonour in her Blood. 5 
WF ove! Inſtrument of my ſhameful Crime ! 
4 the firſt Seryice thou haſt render'd me | 
"ove to my Soul ſo fatal? That Sword I left Amintas, 
oc have deny'd Obedience to this Hand, AN 
ii ſacrilegious Hand drew it againſt her. 
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Enter King. ” 
_ King, How now Ther ſander, what till melancholy? 
Upon the firſt Appearance of your Sadneſs, 7 
I thought 't had been for fighting with a Woman; 
But now I fear that could not be the Cauſe, 


Unleſs twere fortity'd by ſtronger Paſſionsmmus 


"Tis not impoſlible, but when you ſaw 
The Eyes of Cleomena in the Combat, 
They might diſarm your Rage, and teach you Loye, 
If this be all, I'll offer Peace in ſuch a time 
As they're not able to make War againſt us, 
And with it Propoſitions of a Marriage. 

Ther. Happy Miſtake ! Great Sir, 
I'll not deny the Eyes of Cleomena 
Have given me Wounds which nothing elſe can cure; 
And in that Moment when I would have kill'd her, 
They ſtaid my guilty Hand, and oyercame 
The ſhameſul Conquerora— — 
I'll fay no more, nor give Laws to your Bounty; 
But if your Majeſty approve my Flame, 
I ſhall receive her as the greateſt Bleſſing 
Heaven can beſtow upon me. os 

King. I'm glad to find my Son of my Opinion; 
For I have already propos'd it to em, © 
Which I believe they will with Joy embrace. 

Ther. All but the lovely Priticeſs, whoſe Ayerſion 
Is ſtill fo great againſt our Family, | 
That I deſpair ſhe ever will be drawn to't. 

King. They'll hardly rally up their routed Forces 
To make freſh War upon us; they're at our Mercy non, 
And as an Honour will embrace the Alliance. 
Ther. Pray Heaven they mays © 
Ling. It they refuſe, 1 will recall my Mercy, 
And make them dearly buy their S corn; 
Come, we expect ou Herald from their Tetits, CExu 


1 
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SCENE. V. 


nter Queen, Cleomena in a Night-Gown, Semiris. 4 
| Table with Pen and Ink, 

Cleo, Madam, I confeſs my felf unworthy of your Ten- 
lzrneſs, 
Queen. Ab, Cleomena you value my Repoſe at too 
heap a Rate, ET Ty 1 
{hen you expoſe a Life ſo dear to me 
o ſo much Danger, as to fight ow ak 

Cleo. J am not the firſt Perſon of my Sex 
as drawn a Sword upon an Enemy; 
Wo you not ſay he is my Father's Murderer ? 
nd does he not deprive me of that Crown, 
'ou ſay the Gods have deſtin'd me to wear ? 
Queen, Tis true, he's Son to him that kill'd thy Father; 
zut bating that, he has committed nothing 
zut what wou'd rather cauſe eſteem than hate. | 
Cleo, Pardon me, Madam, if I am forc'd to ſay, 
y Sentiments cannot correſpond with yours, 
Queen. What think you of a Husband in this Prince? 
Cleo. How, Madam, marry Ther ſander / | 
Queen. The King has generouſly offer'd it; 
y Council do approve it, and the Army 
Cannot contain their Joy for the bleſt News, 

Cleo, Gods ! let the Council and the Army periſh, 
E'er [loſe one ſingle Moment of my Satisfaction; 
Is this the Hate which with my Milk you made me fuck 
For all that Race? is this th* Effect of my fierce Education? 
Veen. All things muſt be preferr'd to th* Publick Good, 
When join'd with my Commands. 

Cleo, What you command, I dare not diſobey: 
But, Madam, I beſeech you do not claim 
That cruel Duty here. 

Queen. You'll find it fit to change that peeviſn Humour: 
And I will leave you to conſider of it. Exit. 
Cleo. Gods! marry me, marry ine to Ther ſander“? 

No, not whilſt chis remains in my Poſſeſſion ; 
[Pulls out a Dagger. 
I muſt confeſs it is a generous Offer; 
een How 


oy? 


NO, 
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How came it in their Souls? | 
Sem. Madam, perhaps Love has inſpir'd it. 

Cleo. Hah, Love that Miracle may be; 

When I reflect upon the Prince's words, 

When he had vanquiſh'd mel do not doubt it 

Then he confeſs'd he had a Paſſion for me; 

1 wonder at the ſudden Birth of it | 
Sem. Madam, your Eyes make Captives at firſt ſigh, 
Cleo. Oh my dear Eyes, how ſhall 1 love ye non, 

For wounding more than my dull Sword could do? 

*Twas Anger and Revenge t hat gave ye Charms, 

Only to help the weakneſs of my Arms; 

And when my Woman's Courage feeble grew, 

My Heart did kindly ſend its Aids to you. 

And thou, Ther/ander, ſurely canſt not blame 

My Cruelty, who do allow thy Flame: 

Love on, love on; and if thou doſt deſpiſe 

All other ways, I'll kill thee with my Eyes. | 

She ſits down, and writes, Enter a Page, 
Page. Madam, there is without an Officer 

Who bad me tell your Higbneſs that he waits. 

Cleo. Admit him and Page, give you this Letterty 

the Queen, DN | 

Sem. Madam, it is Fallentio whom you ſent for, 
| Enter Vallentio. | 
Cleo. Vallentio, I believe thee brave and honeſt 
Val. Madam, the laſt J dare affirm, ; 
Cleo, Tell me, Vallentio, didſt thou ever love? 
Val. Madam, your Intereſt, my Arms, and a brai 

Enemy. 

Cleo, But didſt thou never feel a ſofter Paſſion ? 
Val. Madam, I own, tho with a Blnſh I do fo, 

I've felt the Power of two fair Eyes; 

And I have Wounds that yet would bleed afreſh, 

Should but the cruel Murdereſs appear. 

Cleo, Then thou art fit to hear a Secret from me; 
hut firſt, Vallentio, tell me who I am. 
Vail, My Princeſs, Madam, and my General ; 

And one, who from your Power of Beauty holds 

No lefs Dominion o'er th? adoring World, 

Than from the Greatneſs, you were born to. 


z 
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Cl. And you're contented I ſhould be your Queen? 
yal. Madam, I am Pimante has been prating. 


[Aſides 


Cleo. The Army too are of your mind. 

Val. I cannot anſwer for the Army, Madam. 
Cleo. But. what think you of Or/ames ? 
Val. Madam, I think he merits to be King 
any other World but where you reign, _ 
Cleo. And what if I would have him King of this? 

| al, Why then he ſhall be King, if you would have 


d. | 
Cleo, Yes, I would have it, by my ſelf I would; 
his is the time to let the Monarch know 
he Glories he was born to; : 
or can I die in Peace till he be crown'd, [ Aſide, 
have this Nation happy in a Prince, 
Prince they long in ſilence have bemoan'd, 
[hich every flight occaſion breaks out loud, 
nd ſoon will raiſe them up to a Rebellion, 
he common People's God on Holy- days. 
And this, Vallentio, 1 have often obſery'd ; 
nd tis an Act too humble for my Soul, 
o court my ſelf into ſecurity. 
dem. Madam, the Gods do diſapprove his Reign, 
hich they not only ſay ſhall be but ſhort, 
Bloody and Tyrannick. 
Cleo, Iwill expound that Oracle, 
hich Prieſts unridling make more intricate 2 
hey ſaid that he ſhould reign, and ſo he did, 
dich laſted not above a pair of Hours. 
my ſelf will be his Oracle now, 
nd ſpeak his kinder Fate, 
4 L will have no other Prieſt but thee, [To Vallentio. 
ſho ſhall! unfold the Myſtery in plain terms, 
Val. Madam, the City and the Army are, by this Defeat, 
ough inclin'd to hear that Reaſon. 
Cleo. Geron already has Inſtructions what to do, 
jou need none, wanting no Reſolution. 
Val. If I miſcarry, Madam, I'll be condemn'd, 
ver to look my Foe i*th* Face again. SID 
Cleo, Haſte, and be proſperous .. [Exit Val. 
G 3 | Semirisy 
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.- Semiries, are thoſe Garments ready 1 ſpoke for? 
., Sem, Madam, they're here but now what will jg 
do? ab 
HE Now, I will die —and now thou know} i 

Its o ; 
Sem. Ah Madam, *tis too much you let me know, 
Denying me t' attend you where you go, 
With ſuch a Guide I cannot err. 8 
. Cleo. Alone I'll go, the Journey is not far 
In paſſing; tho 1 miſs the aids of Day, 
Yet my Ciemanthis lights me on my way. 
Why doſt thou weep ? indeed thou art unkind, 

Sem. I weep becauſe you'd leave me here behind; 
Doubting my Love, I beg you wou'd permit 
That I might give you the laſt proof of it. 
J in your laſt adventure was too flow, 
And will not be deny'd my Duty now, | 

Cleo. Thou ſhow'ſt a Soul fo generous and free, 
That I'm contented thou ſhou'dſt follow me; 
Come, dry thy Eyes, ſuch helps we do not need; 
To eaſe our Griefs, we muſt not weep but bleed, [Exemt 

Enter Vallentio paſſing over the Stage, is met bya 

Rabble of Citizens, | 

1 Cit. Well Colonel, have you delivered our Gt 
vances to the Queen? 


Val. Yes, I have. 
1 Cit. Well, and what Succeſs ? ſhall we have a Ki! 


Val. And why a King? why ſhould you be thus earn 
for a King? what good will a King do you? he's but! 
ſingle Man, cannot redeem the loft Victory, cannot ri 
up your dead Members, no, nor levy new ones, _ 

1 Cit, That's all one Colonel, we will have a Kin} 
for look ye, Colonel, we have thought of a King, al 
therefore we will have one, Hah Neighbours ! a ſublia 
tial Reaſon, | 

All, Ay, ay, a King, a King. 

Val. I like your Reſolution, but not your Reaſon; Wl 
mult have a better than that, | | 

1 Cit, *Sha, Sir, we can give you many, that's (ukic 
ent; as look you, Sir, 'tis firſt a new thing to bal! 


Kin 


" * 
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ting—a thing—a thing we have not been acquainted 
vich in our Age: beſides, we have loſt the Victory, and 
ve are very angry with ſome body, and muſt vent it ſome- 
here, You know, Colonel, we have buſy Heads, 
vorking Brains, which muſt be executed; therefore hat 
j you, are we to have leave to ſhut up Shop, and go to 
york with long Staff and Bilbo, or are we to be very 
wtinous, and do't in ſpite of you? | # 

Val. You ſhall not need; go, ſhut up your Shops, ga- 
her your Fellow-mutineers together, and meet me at the 
itadel ; but be ſure you are well arm'd, left the Queen's 
uards prevent you. 

: Cit. I warrant you for honeſt true Hearts enough at 
Iny miſchief, tho not to go againſt the Scythians; for, 
olonel, we love Civil Wars, Colonel, Civil Wars. 

Val. Make haſte, and then I'll ſhew you my Orders 
or the King's Deliverance, | 

Cit, Oh incomparable Colonel! we will raiſe thy Statue 

Braſs in the Market-place, and worſhip it when we have 
done —but harkye, Colonel, are we to give no Quarter? 
Val, None to thoſe that oppoſe you, 

All. No, no, none, none. 


Cit, Oh how this will pleaſe ye all, my Mates— _ 
| | CIZENS. go out. 


Enter Pimante. 

Pim. Oh Colonel, the Princeſs, Colonel. 

Val. Well, Sir, 

Pim. She's fled away, and none knows whither, © 

Val. J left her in her Tent juſt now. 

Pim. Ay, ay, Colonel, that's all one, ſhe's gone juſt 
s ſhe ſhou'd have been married to there's the Devil 
t! Oh the Days we ſnou'd have ſeen! the dancing, 
Wing Days? © | ag 

Vai. Gone alone ? | 

um No, no, that diſlembling thing Semiris is with 
er; ſhe only left a Letter for the Queen, which ſhe has 
ent to the Prince of Scythia. Oh, adieu, adicu, to Love 
Ind Muſick, | (Goes out cying. 

Val. This is ſtrange— il ſhe be gone, "tis time the King 
vere free — I'll haſte to mect the Rabble, that it may nor 
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look like an act of my own. 7 - 


with a Letter in his Hand open with 4 


tendants. 


Ther. Be gone, 1'll read the Letter o'er again, 


And here impreſs thy Cruelty, and ſee what that will 0 
To ſet me free. | 


Ther. reads the Letter 
Finding it impoſſible to obey your unkind Command; 
J am fied, and do reſolve never to marry thi 
- Barbarian, vboſe Crimes are only known to me; mW, 
nor any other that cannot bring me his Head; uber 
| 2 1 ſollicize Artabazes, and Iſmenes, if they wil 
obey a | 
Cleomem 
If I conſult my Reaſon, and my Courage, ? 
They ſay 1 ſhould not love this cruel Maid. 
But oh my Reaſon, you're too weak to counſel . 
I'Il think of nothing then but dying for her, 
Since 'tis my Life ſhe asks, and here demands it, 
But *tis in vain to arm my happy Rivals, 
For 1 my ſelf can more deyoutly ſerve you. 
"Tis J will pierce this unaccepted Heart, 
W hoſe Flames are found ſo criminal. 
Enter Lyſander. | 
Ly. Sir, there's without a Youth that deſires admittanc 
Ther. From whom comes he ? 
Ly/. He would not tell me that, but has a Leiter, 
Which he'll deliver only to your Highneſs, 
Ther. Bring him in, it may befrom Amintas. 
Enter Cleomena dre/t like a Country- Shepherd, comes lo 
| ing to him, gives him a Note, 
Ther. reads to himſelf | 
Guard thee well, Therſander ; for thow ſhalt die ly 
the Hand that brings thee this, 
She ſtabs him; he falls into Lyſander's Arm 
Clec. Here's to thee, dear Clemanthi—— 
Ly Help, Treaion, help 


Tit, 


Ther. Ah lovely Youth, who taught thee ſo much cru, 
elty ? f 
ind why that Language with that angry Blow ? 
Cleo. Behold this Face, and then inform thy ſelf, 


Ther. Tis Cleomena ! oh ye Gods, I thank ye! 
is her Hand that wounds me, 
nd IN receive my Death with perfect Joy, 
I may be permitted but to kiſs 
hat bleſſed Hand that ſent it, 
Enter King and Guards. 

King. Therſander murder'd ! oh inhumane Deed / 
Drag the Traitor to a Dungeon, till we have 
Invented unheard of Tortures to deſtroy him by. 
[The Guards ſeize Cleo. and Sem. who were juſt entring. 
iy Wounds are deep as thine, my dear Ther ſander ; 

Oh fatal Day, wherein one fatal Stroke 
Has laid the Hopes of Scythia in his Tomb ! 
[The Guards go to carry Cleo. and Sem. 
| Ther. calls em back. 

Ther, Oh ſtay, and do not bear fo rudely off 

reaſures you cannot value. 
Sir, — do not treat her as my Murderer, 
But as my Sovereign Deit 

nſtead of Fetters, give her Crowns and Scepters 5 
Ind let her be conducted into Dacia, 

With all the Triumphs of a Conqueror. 

For me, no other Glory I deſire, 

Than at her Feet thus willingly to expire. 

| [Goes to throw himſelf at her Feet, they prevent 


it, andgo off. 
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Diſcovers her ſelf, . 
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ACT v," SCENE L 


Council. Table : the King of Scythia ſeated on a Thr, 


Officers, Attendants, and Guards, A 
King. FJ Ring the fair Priſoner forth, and let's examine : 
B What Reaſons could inſpire her with this Cn WW 
elty; 
1 beautiful ſhe is! [Gazes on hy, 
Enter Cleomena in Fetters, Lyſander, with Guard, M 
Cleo, Thy Silence ſeems to licenſe me to ſpeak, n 
And tell thee, King, that now our Faults are equal; Bi 
My Father thou haſt kill'd, and I thy Son; C0 
This will ſuffice to tell thee who I am. 1 { 
—Now take my Life, ſince J bave taken his, T 
And thou ſhalt fee J neither will implore W 
Thy needleſs Clemency by any Word or Sign: By 
But if my Birch or Sex can merit ought, Tl 
Suffer me not to lanyuiſh any longer W 
Under theſe ſhameful Irons. With ſam It 
EKEing. Cruel as Fair, tis with too much injuſtice Yo 
Thou ſay'ſt our Crimes are equa] ; 8 
For thou haſt kill'd a Prince that did adore thee; V 
And J depriv'd thy Father of his Life, 4 4 She 
When he aſſaulted mine in open Field, — 


And fo, as cannot leave a ſtain on thee, 

Or give thee Cauſe to ſay I've done thee wrong. 

But if I had, wherefore (oh cruel Maid) 

Didft thou not ſpare that Heart that dy'd for thee, 
And bend thy Rage againſt thy Father's Foe ? 

But thou well know'ft, in killing of Ther ſander, 
The Father's Lite would quickly follow after, 

Cleo. I will not ſeek excuſes for my actions, 

But 1 proteſt to thee before the Gods, 

It was not to revenge my ſelf on thee 

1 kild thy Son; | | 

But what he ſuffered was for his own Sin, 
D N pac Al Wan. c E r . 0 
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For he has baniſh'd from me all on Earth : 
That could compleat my Happireſs Meese. 
And now diſpoſe my Deſtiny as you pleaſe, | 
Only remember that I am a Woman. 2 wi 
King. What thou haft ſaid will find but little credit; Th 
hut yet if Ther/ander hives, J 
And if it pleaſe the Gods to ſpare that Life, 
| ſhall have Generoſity enough 
To let thee free in favour of thy Sex, 
And my Her ſander's Love. | | 
Cleo. Not dead | why ſhould the Gods protect him? 
King. Her Soul's poſſeſt with ſome deſpair, 
Madam, I doubt you need not fear his Lite, 
He will obey, and die as you deſire 
But not with Satisfaction, ull he ſee you 
Conducted into Dacia. 
1 ſhould not ot my (elf have been ſo generous, 
T' have given you treedoin with the Lite of him 
Who did deſerve a kinder Deſtiny z 
But *ts his Will, —and poſſible nis laſt. 
Therefore you're tree, and may depart this Camp 
Whenc'er you pleaſe ; ,on!y this fayour grant, 
lk an unhappy King may hope jor any) 
You Il {ufter him to take his laſt farewel. 
Cleo. Immortal Gods! how can it be? a Man 
Whoſe Wick edneſs arm'd me againſt his Life, 
Shou'd ſhew ſuch Virtue in the reſt of 's Actions! 
— r, | wil ſee the Prince, 
Not as the Price ot what you offer'd me, 
But that he may confeſs he did deſerve 
A Death leſs glorious than LI have given him: 
And I (hal! take it well if he will own | 
That which may juſtity my Offence to you. 
King, Madam, I thank you 
——Dilmiſs her, Fetters, and it ſhe pleaſe, 
Li her have Garments ſuitable to her Sex, | 
Only the Guards attend her at a diſtance. [Go out ſeverally. 
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S CE N E II. TheGrowe: 


Enter Amintas, Areſt like a Shepherd, Urania like a She: 


berdeſs, the Druid, Lyces, and other dancing Swains, &c, 
Druid. Sir, I'm afraid you have made too bold a venture 
And tho your Wounds were more numerous than dange- 
I am not willing you ſhould truſt *em to the Air, (rous, 
Amin. Father, your Skill has wrought a perſect Cure, 
For which, the Life you ſav'd you ſhall command, 
Da. Me too h' has freed of all my jealous Fears, 
By this eternal Knot *twixt thee and me 
Which he bas tied, and Fate can ne'er undo. 
Father to you I owe Amintas Liberty 
To you his Life; and now for all my Joys, 
Which if my future Service can repay, 
Command with Freedom her you have preſerv'd. 
Amin. Come, dear Urania, let's haſten to the Camp; 
For I impatient growto ſee my Prince; 
Heaven knows What my Miſhap may have procur'd him. 
Ura. How loth T am to leave theſe pretty Shades, 
The Gods and Nature have deſign'd for Love: 
Oh, my Amintas, wou'd I were what I ſeem, 
And thou ſome humble Villager hard by, 
That knew no other pleafure than to love, 
To feed thy little Herd, to tune a Pipe, 
To which he Nymphs ſhould liſten all the Day 
We'd taſte the Waters of theſe Cryſtal Springs, 
With more delight than all delicious Wines; 
And being weary, on a Bed of Moſs, 
Having noother Canopy but Trees, 


We'd lay us down, and tell a thouſand Stories. 


Amin. For ever ſo I'd be content to dwell, 
I wou'd put off all frightful Marks of War, 
And wow'd appear as ſoft and calm to thee, 
As are thy Eyes when ſilently they wound. 
An Army 1 wou'd quit to lead thy Flock, 
And more eſteem a Chaplet wreath'd by thee, 
Than the v.Qorious Laurel. | 
u come, Love makes us idle, ; 
TT bn 
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Druid, My Prayers ever go along with you, 

And your fair Bride, Uranid. I cou'd wiſh 
My Youth and Vigour were as heretofore, 

When only Courts and Camps cowd make me happy; 

And then I woud not bid farewel fo ſoon | 

To ſo much Virtue as I've found in you. 

Amin, I humbly thank you, Father, for a Goodneſs. 

That ſhames my poor Returns, | 
Come pretty Lyces, and thou honeſt Damon, 1 
With all the reſt of our kind Train; 1 
Let's haſten to the Camp, during this Truce, 10 
Your little ruſt ick Sports will find a welcome. 

 Ura, There are no Women in the Camp, my Lord. 

Amin. No matter, thou canſt not hate a Soldier, 
Since Jam one; and you mult be obedient, 
And learn to bear my Bow and Arrows now, 
It is the Duty of a Scythian's Wife. 

Ura. She that can claim Amintas by ſuch Ties, 
May find a Safety whereſoe'er ſhe flies. [ Exennts 


SCENE II. 4Priſm 


Enter Orſames joyful, and Geron. 
0r/. Am I indeed a King? 
And is there ſuch a thing as fair Olympia? 
Hadſt thou not been the firſt had told me this, 
By Heaven thou'dſt dy'd for thus concealing it; 
Not all the Obligations of my Youth 
Should have preſerv'd thee, | 
Ger, Till now I wanted Opportunity z 
For had you known your Quality before, | 
You wou'd have grown impatient of the Crown,. | 
And by that Haſte have overthrown your Intereſt, | 
Orf, And canſt thou now provide againſt my Igno⸗: vn 
nance ? 
Ger, Sir, we have gain'd the Army on our fide, | 
Or. What's that ? "* ne 
Ger, Thoſe Numbers that I told you ſhould adore yous | 
0% When ſhall I fee them, Geron? | {Hi 
Gir, Fer long, Sir : ſhould your Deliverance * | | 


ger 
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Be wrought by any other Means than theirs, 
It were to ſnatch a Glory from their Hands, 
Which they deſign their only Recompence. 

Orf. Oh how 1am tranſported with the Joy ! 
But Geron, art thou ſure we do not dream ? 

Ger. Then Life it ſelt's a Dream 
Hark, I hear a noiſe——— 

Within.) Kill the Dog —down with him. 

Orſ. On how I'm raviſht with this unknown Noiſe! 

Within.) Break down the Priſon- Walls and Gates, and 
force your Paſlage 
Enter Vallentio, foll;w'd by a Rabble of Citizens and 

Officers, dragging in the Keeper all bloody. 

Val. No killing to day, my Fellow-Soldiers, if you 
can helpit ; we will not ſtain our Triumphs in Blood— 

> [They all ſtand and gaze, Ori. gazes on them, 
Ye Gods, inſtruct me where to bow my Knee | 
But this alone maſt be the Deity 

[ Kneels, Orſ. lets him kneel, and gages on him, 

1 Cit, Is that the King, Neigbbour, in ſuch mean 
Clothes? 

Gorel. os Wn Fool, why ſhould the Colonel 
kneel elſe ? 

2 Cit. Oh pray Neighbour let me fee a little, I never 
ſaw a King in all the "days of my Life. Lord, Lord! 
is that he the Colonel kneels to ? 

Gorel. What Queſtions ibis! ignorant Fellow asks ! 

3 Cir. Good lack-a-day, tis as a Man may ſay—'is 
juſt ſuch another Body as one of us, only he looks a li. 
tle more terribly, 

Ger, Sir, why do you let him kneel ?. 

Orſ. Riſe, and let'me look upon thee, 

Val. Great Sir, we come to offer you a Crown, 

That long has waited for this great Support; 

It ought to have been pre ſented in a more olorious order, 
But Time and your Affairs permit not that, 
A thouſand Dangers wait upon Delay z 

But tho the World be yours, it is not ſafe 
Depending on a fickle Multitude, 

Whom Intereſt, and not Reaſon renders jaſt. 


rdPiithee, Scmiris, take thy Lute and {ing to't, 


Or, Thou art a wondrous Man, | 
1 Cit. Good Gorel, ſtand back, and let me ſee a little; 
my Wite loves Newalties abomination'y, and 1 muſt tell 
her ſomething about the King 
Gorel. What a Pox have we to do with your Wife? 
and back#34> © Ad, a TUE IRy 
Val. Now deign, great Sir, to arm your Hand with 
thit— +» [Gives Or. a Sword, he gazes on it. 
Nay, view it well, for tho it be but homely, 
It carries that about it can make the Wearer proud; 
—an Edge pray feel it, Sir, t has dealt 
Many a mortal Wound 
See how it dares the Sun for Brightneſs, Sir! 
Or it there be a Stain, it is an Ornament, | 
Dy'd in the Blood of thofe that were your Enemies: 
It never made a Blow or Thruſt in vain, © 
Ho do you like it, Sir? 
Or/. So well, I know not whether this or thee: 
Be moſt agreeable to me; \ 
You need not teach me how I am to uſe it, 
That J will leave for thaſe that dare offend me. 
Look Geron, is it not a glorious Object? 
There's nothing but my bright Olympia's Eyes 
That can out glitter this. 
1 Ci:, Hah Siemon, did he not talk bravely ? 
Val, Come, Sir, *tis 'time-you left this Dungeon for a 
Throne; 
For now's the time to make the World your own. 
All ſhouting Vive le Roy, Viye le Roy. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 4 Ten. 


Enter Cleomena and Semiris, dreſ as Women again, 
oY Dear Madam, 1 cou'd wifh you wou'd ſleep a2 
Wie, 
Ceo, That Peace I have not been acquainted with 
Since my Clemanthi Death; | 
Yet now methinks my Heart's more calm and fill, 
And J perhaps — 1 expire in ſilence. 


Whit 
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Whilſt I will try to ſleep. [Lies down on 4 Couch, Sam, 
plays and ſings. 


so N G, made by J. Wright Eſq; 


Pair Nymph, remember all your Scorm 
Will be by Time repaid ; | 
Thoſe Glories which that Face adorn, 
And flouriſh as the riſing Morn, 
Muſi one day. ſet and fade. 
Then all your cold Diſdain for me 
Will but increaſe Deformity, 
When ſtill thæ kind will — be. 
Compaſſun i is of laſting Praiſe ; ; 
For thats the. Beauty ne er decay. 


Fair Nymph, avoid tho /e Storms of Fate. | 
Are to the Cruel due; 

The Powers above, tho ne er ſo late, 

Can be, when. they revenge your Hate, 
As puileſs as you. 

Know, charming Maid, the Powers divine 

Did.never ſuch ſoft Eyes deſign 

To wound a Heart ſo true as mine : 

That God who my dear Fiame inſus d, 
Will never ſee it thus abus d. 


Return, my dear Clemanthis, oh return, 
[Cleo. riſes as in 4 Dreag. 


And ſee *tis not into thy lovely Boſom A 
That I have ſent my Vengeance. H 
Sem. What mean you, Madam? . 
Cleo. But thou, poor Gboſt. | E 
Inſtead of haſting me to my Revenge, T 
Endeavour'ſt to touch me with Compaſlion, * 
Sem. Madam, who is't you follow thus and ſpeak to? A 
Cleo, Therſander, why do'ſt rob me of that Face? A 


Is to diſarm me of my Indignation ? 
Sem, Oh, Madam, what do you do? 
"Lev, Ha! do'ſt thou ke nothing ? | u 
5 $% 
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Sem. Not any thing. 
Cleo. Yonder's the Scythian with Clemanthis* Face, 

Or elſe Clemanthis with Ther ſander's Wound, 

Sem, Compoſe your Thoughts, dear Madam, twas 2 
Dream, | | 
An idle Dream, born from a troubled Fancys 
How was it, Madam? 
Cleo. Methought I ſaw Clemanthis, 

As when he was moſt charming to my Soul, 

But pale and languiſhing, having a Wound 

Like that I gave his Murderer , 

To which with one of's Hands he ſeem'd to point; 

The other ſtretching out with paſſionate Actions, 

And gazing on me,—thus methought he ſpoke 3; 

—See how you recompenſe my faithful Sufferings, 

—See the performance of your Promiſes ; 

Look on this Wound which you have given my Heart, 

That Heart that ſtill ador'd you: 

And yet yowre not content with all theſe Cruelties, 

Tho even in your Anger and my Death, 

I ſtill continue faithful and ſubmiſſive, 

— Thus ſpoke the lovely Phantom. 

| Enter Pimante. | 
Pim. Madam, there waits without a Seryant to the 

Prince. | 
Cleo. He may come in. 
Enter Lyſander. 
Lyſ, Madam, my dying Prince begs you may know 

P, How willingly he does obey your Will, 

An1 dying ſtill implores you wou'd belieye 

He's guilty of no fault but having loy'd you, 
for which preſumption he deſerves to die; 
—But *tis not by your Dagger, but your Eyes: 
That was too weak to exerciſe your Will, 

J Your Cruelty bad power alone to kill; 

| And now from you one Viſit he implores, 

And after that he'll trouble you no more. [Weepso 
Cleo, That I will grant to ſatisfy the King. 
Ly, When he is dead 

He'll ſend the Spirit of Clemanthis to you, 
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Who ſhall upbraid you with your Cruelty, 
And let you fee, in wounding of Ther ſander, 
You've found the readieſt way to kill Clemanthis. 
Cleo. What means he by theſe Words ? 
Lyſ. He humbly begs you'l pardon the rough treatment 
You've had among the Scythians, 
Whoſe Crown, he ſays, Clemanthis promis'd you, 
And he intreats you would accept it from him. 
Cleo, To ſend the Spirit of Clemanthis to me 
How this agrees with my ſad Dream! 
How did thy Maſter know 
Clemanthis promis d me the Crown of Scythia? — 
[ Advances towards Lyle and 7 farts, 
ure I have ſeen that Face before 
—Art net Lyſander, Page to Clemanthis ? 
Ly/. Madam, I am, and ever ſerv'd that Maſter, 
Cleo. How couldſt thou then come near his Enemy ? 
Lyſ. Madam, it was by his Command I came. 
Cleo; How could Clemanthis love his Murderer ? 
It is no wonder then that generous Spirit 
Came while I ſlept, and pleaded for the Prince. 
Lyſ. What means the Princeſs ? 
Enter Pimante. 
Pim. Oh Madam, I have News to tell you that will 
make 5on forſwear ever fighting again. 
Cleo, What mean you ? 
Pim, As 1 was paſling thro a Street of Tents, 
I ſaw a wounded Man ſtretcht on the ground; 
And going, as others did, to learn his Fate, 
I heard him ſay to thoſe that ſtrove to help him, 
Alas, my Friends, your Succours are in vain; 
For now | ſee the Gods will be reveng'd 
For brave Clemanthis* Murder. 
How! cry'd I out, are you then one of thoſe 
T/erſander (ent to kill that Cavalier? 
Therſander, cry'd he, had no hand in it; 
But Artabaxes ſet us on to kill him. 
Here he began to faulter in his Speech; 6 
And ure he ſpoke the truth, for was his laſt. 


. 


% 


0. 


or, The Miſtake. 163 
Cleo. This looks like Truth. Ther ſander's every Action 
Declar'd too much of Virtue and of Honour, 
To be the Author of ſo black a Deed. 
rell him, 1'll viſit him, and beg his pardon. 
[To Lyſ. who bows and goes out. 
—Generous Therſander, if this News be true, 
My Eyes ſhail ſpare ſome drope for injuring you, [ Exennte 


SCENE changes to Therſander' s Tent, he in a Nig be- 
gown ſitting on a Couch ; by him the King, Officers, 


Attendantsm, Enter Cleomena, Semiris, P:mante, , 


Tyſander; the King riſes to meet Cleo. and ſeats 
her in 4 Chair by him. 


Cleo. Ther ſander, 1 am come to beg thy pardon, 

If thou art innocent, as I muſt believe thee, 

And here before the King to make confeſſion 

Of what 1 did refuſe the Queen my Mother, 

Know then, I lov'd, and with a perfect Paſſion, 

The moſt unfortunate of Men, Clemanthis. 

His Birth I never knew, but do believe 

It was illuſtrious, as were all his Actions; 

But I have loſt him by a fatal accident, 

That very day he ſhould have fought with you. lep. 
Ther. Gods! where will this end? LAſide. 
Cleo. But e'er the fatal moment of his Death, 

Iſmenes beg'd to know who did the Murder: 

But he could anſwer nothing but Ther/ander, 

And we believ'd it you. 

Then Love and my Revenge made me a Soldier; j 

——— You know the reſt 

And doubtleſs you've accus'd me with We 
Ther, No, I ſhall ne*er complain of Cleomena, 

He kneels before her. 


If ſhe ſtill love Si 
Cleo, There needs no more to make me know that 
Voice. 
On ſtay, this Joy too ſuddenly ſurprizes— 
[Ready to ſwoon, 
—Gent]y diſtil the Bliſs into my Soul, 


Left 
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Left this Exceſs have the effects of Grief ; - 
—Oh, my Clemanthis “ do I hold thee faft ? 
And do 1 find thee in the Prince of Scy:hia ? 

King. I loſe my Reaſon by this ſtrange encounter! 
Ther. Was't then a ſecret to my Cleomena, 

That her Clemanthis was the Prince of Scyrhia 2 
1 ſtill beliey'd that was bis only Crime. . 

Cleo. By all my Joys I knew it not- but ſure 
This is Enchantment; for it is as certain 
Theſe Eyes beheld thee dead. 

Pim. Ay, and ſo did I, I' be ſworn, 

Ther. That muſt be poor Amintas in my Dreſs, 
Whoſe Story when you know, you will bemoan. 

Cleo. But oh my Life! the cruel Wound I gave thee, 
Let me be well aſſur'd it is not mortal, 
Or Jam loſt again. | | 

King. The Surgeon. gives me hopes, and 'twere con- 

venient 
You ſhould forbid him not to ſpeak too much 
Enter a Soldier. 

Sold. Arm, arm, great Sir, I think the Enemy 
Is rallying afreſh, for the Plain is cover'd 
With numerous Troops, which ſwiftly make this way, 

King. They dare not break the Truce. 

Sold. I know not, Sir, but ſomething of a King ! 
heard them talk o. | 

Cleo. It is Vallentio that has kept his word 
Receive 'em, Sir, as Friends, not Enemies 
It is my Brother, who ne'er knew till now 
Ought of a peopled World. 

King. I long to ſee that Monarch, whoſe Friendſhip I 
muſt court for you, fair Princeſs ; | 
If you'll accept Therfander whom I offer'd, 

I da not doubt an happy Peace on both ſides. 
Cleo. Sir, tis an Honour which we ought to ſue for. 
Ther. And *tis to me a Bleſſing —— 

I wanted Confidence to ask of Heaven. 

Enter Orſ. Val. Hon. Art. Iſm. Soldiers, &c. Orl. 
dreſt gay with a Truncheon in his Hand, advances 
firſt, is met by the King, who gaze on each other 

Or/, If thou be'ſt he that art Orſames Enemy, 

g I do demand a Siſter at thy Hands. Ring. 
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Ling. Art thou Orſames ? 4, vg 
Or/. So I am call'd by all that yet have view'd me: 
Look on me well. 
Doſt ſee no marks of Grandure in my Face? 
Nothing that ſpeaks me King? 
King. I do believe thou art that King, and here 
[ Groes him Cleo. 
do reſign that Siſter thou demandeſt, 
Orſ. It is a Woman too! another Woman 
I wou'd embrace thee if I durſt approach thee, 
Cleo. You need not fear, you may embrace your 
Siſter — [Cleo. embraces him, 
Or/, This is the kindeſt Woman J e'er ſaw, 
Cleo. Brother, behold this King no more your Enemy, 
Since I muſt pay him Duty as a Father. 
Enter Queen, Olympia, Women, | 
Or/, Hah, Olympia! ſure *tis an airy Viſion 
Ger, Approach her, Sir, and try. 
Qu. Permit a wretched Mother here to kneel, 
King. Riſe, Madam, and receive me as your Friend ; 
This pair of Loyers has united all our Intereſts. 
| [ Points to Cleo, 
Qu. Heavens! what's this I ſee, Clemanthis 
And the Prince of Scyrhia 2 
[ Ther. Yes, Madam, and a Man that humbly begs 
The happy Title of your Son Honorius, 
Of you I ask the greateſt Pardon— [ Talks to Olympia. 
0r/, Tama King, and do adore thee too, 
And thou ſhalt rule a World with me, my Fair; 
A Sword I'll give thee, with a painted Bow, 
| Whence thou ſhalt ſhoot a thouſand gilded Arrows. 
Olym, What to do, Sir ? 
Or/. To fave the expence of Cruelty ; 
For they will kill as ſure, but rightly aim'd 3 
This noble Fellow told me fo, [ To Val. 
Olym. Sir, il do any thing that you will have me; 
hut now the Queen your Mother, Sir, expects you, 
if, Or. Inſtruct my Eyes, Olympia, for tis lately 
05 Lye learnt of ſome ſuch thing. 


hm. This, Sir, you ought to kneel to her, 
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Or/. Muſt I then knee] to ought but Heaven and thee ? 
[Kneels, 


Qu. My dear Orſames,.let my Tears make way. 
Before 1 can aſſure thee of my Joy. 
Orſ. Gods! how obliging is this kind Concern ! 

Not all my Paſſion for my tair Olympia 
Cou'd ever yet betray me to a Tear. [ Weeps, 
Qu. Thou'ſt greater need of Anger than of Tears, 

Having before thy Eyes thy worſt of Enemies, 
One that has long depriv'd thee of a Crown, 
Thro what ſhe thought her Duty to the Gods; 
But now repents her ſuperſtitious Error, | ( 
And humbly begs thy Pardon, 
Orſ. I will, if you'll implore Olympia but to love me. 
9 11 Nu, 1 will, my Orſames; and *tis the only Preſent 
16 4 I can make to expiate my Fault, 
4K _  Orſ. And I'll receive her as the only thing 
14 Can make me both a happy Subject and a King. 
in Oh Geron, ſtill if this ſhould prove a Dream! 


| þ Ger, Sir, Dreams of Kings are much lefs pleaſant, 
. Enter Lyſander. 7" 
wn - Ty. Sir, there are without ſome Shepherdeſſes, 
. Who ſay they wou'd preſent you Io Ther, 
Wt Something that will not be unwelcome to your Highnel, 
| Ther. Let them come iIn—— | 3 
| 0 They ſeat them ſelues. Enter Amin, Ura. maskt, Shi 
= © herds, Shepberdeſſes, followed with Pipes, or Wind: 
h Muſick. They dance; after which Amin. kneel . 
the Prince, Ura. to the Princeſs. Ml 
11 My dear Amintas, do I find thee live? 
| Fortune requites my Sufferings 
With too large a ſhare of Happineſs. | 
Amin. Sir, I do live to die again for you. 
Ther, This, my Divine, is he who had [| To Cleo 
The Glory to be bewaiſd by you; for him you wept, 
3 For him had almoſt dy'd. M 
Amin. That Balm it was, that like the Weapon · laue 


Heals at a diſtance— 
Cleo. But why Amintas, did you name Therſander, 
When you were askt who wounded you ?  _ * 
| tae | 4 
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Amin. Madam, if loſs of Blood had given me leave 
1 wou'd have told you how I came fo habited, by 
And who I was, tho not how I was wounded. 

King. Still I am in a miſt, and cannot ſee the happy 

path I tread, 

Ther. Anon we will explain the Myſtery, Sir, 

Hon. Now, great Orſames, tis but juſt and fit 
That you receive the Rites of Coronation, 
Which are not to be paid you in a Camp 
The Court will add more to that joyful Day. 


Our Intereſts as our Families, 
0r/, I am content that thou ſhould*ſt give me Laws: 
e. Come, my Vallen tio, it ſhall ne'er be ſaid 
| I recompenſe thy Services . 
Wich any thing leſs grateful than a Woman: 
— Here, I will chuſe for the. 
And when I know what 'tis 1 more can do, 
It there be ought beyond this Gifr, *ris thine, | 
[Gives him Sem. 
Ther. Scythia and Dacia now united are: 
The God of Love o'ercomes the God of War. 


ls, After a Dance 'of Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes, the 
Epilogue is ſpoken by Mrs. Barry, as a Nymph; at 
hut his Royal Highneſs's ſecond Exile into Flanders. 


EPILOGUE. 


X FTE R eur ſhowimg Play of mighty Pains, 

Ne here preſent you humble Nymphs and Swains. 
bur ruſtick Sports ſometimes may Princes pleaſe, 
And Courts do oft divert in Cottages, | 
And prize the Joys with ſome young rural Maid, 
0n Beds of Graſs beneath a lovely Shade, 


Oleo, 


alye 
en 
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King, And there we'll join our Souls as well as Swords, 
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Bove all the Pride of City- Jilts, whoſe Arts 

Are more to gain your Purſes than your Hearts; 
Whoſe chiefeſt Beauty lies in being fine; 

And Coyneſs is not Virtue, but Deſign. . 

We uſe no Colours to adorn the Face, 

No ariful Looks, nor no affected Grace, 

The neighbouring Stream ſerves for a Looking-glaſs, 
Ambition is not known within our Groves; 
Here's no Diſpute for Empire, but for Loves ; 
The humble. Swain his Birth-right hers enjoys, 
And fears no Danger from the publickVoice ; 

No Wrong nor Inſolence from buſy Powers, 

No Rivals here for Crowns, but thoſe of Flowers ; 
Vis Country and his Flocks enjoys with eaſe, ( 
Ranges his native Fields and Groves in Peace; 

Nor forc'd by Arbitrary Votes to fly 
To foreign Shores for his Security. 

Our humble Tributes uncompell'd we pay, 

And cheerful Homage to the Lord of May; 

No Emulation breaks his ſaſt Repoſe, 

Nor do his Wreaths or Virtues gain him Foes : 

No publick Miſchiefs can diſturb his Reign, 

And Malice wou d be buſy here in vain, 

Fathers and Sons juſt Love and Duty pay; 

This knows to be indulgent, that tobey, . 

Here's no Sedition hatcht, no other Plots, 

But to entrap the Wolf that ſteals our Flocks. 

Who then wou'd be a King, gay Crowns to wear, 
Reſtleſs his Nights, thoughtful his Days with Care; 
Whoſe Greatneſs, or whoſe Goodneſs can't ſecure 
From Outrages which Knaves and Fools procure 2. 

Greatneſs, be gone, we baniſh you from hence, 
The nobleſt State is lowly Innocence. 
Here honeſt Wit in Mirth and Triumph reigns, 
Muſick and Love ſhall ever bleſs our Swains, 


And keep the Golden Age within our Woods and Plain * 
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PROLOGUE, 


ritten by Mr. Otway, Spoken by Mrs 


Barrey. 


Rey vain have prov'd the Talours of the Stage, 
e ſtriving to reclaim a vitionus Age “ 
Poets may write the Miſchief to impeach, | 
Fo Tou care as little what the Poet; teach, 
e 1-291 4 at Church what Parſons preach. 
were e Palbtes, and ſuch Vices reign, 
Pat hone/* Pen has Patience to reſrain 2 
Py nm Pews, ye moſt devoutly ſnore; 
e, get dilly drunk, ye come to roar e 
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Te go to Church to glour, and ogle there, 

And come to meet more leud convenient here. 
With equal Zeal. ye honour either Place, 

And run ſo very evenly your Race, 

Le improve in Wit juſt. as you do in Grace. 

Tt muſt be ſo, ſome De mon has poſſeſt | 
Our Land, and we have never 7/08" bleft, 
Ze have ſeon it all, or heard of ns Renown, 
In Reverend Shape it ſtali d about the Town, 
Six Teomen tall attending on its Frown. 
Sometimes with humble Note and zealous Lore, 
Tou d play the Apoſtolick Function oer: 
But, Heaven have mercy on us when it ſwore, 
Whene'er it ſwore, to prove the Oaths were tr 
Out of ita muc at rundem Halter: flew | 
Round ſome unwary Neck, by Magick thrown, 
Tho ſtill the cunning Devil ſav'd its own + _ 
For when the Inchantment coul no longer laſt, Dr 
The ſubile Pug moſt dextrouſiy uncas'd, 
Left awful Form for one more ſeeming pious, - | 


* 


And in a moment vary d to deſſ us 3 
From ſilken Doctor home- ſpun Ananias: 

Leſt the leud Court, and did in City fix, 
Where ſtill, by its old Arts, it plays new Tricks, 
And fills the Heads of Fools with Politicks. 

This Demon lately drezwv in many a Gueſt, 

© To part with zealous Guinea for 0 Beaſt, 
Who, but the moſt incorrigible Fops, 


For ever doom'd in diſmal Cells, call'd Shops, Ic 
To cheat and damm themſelves to get their Living, Cha 
Wou'd lay ſweet Money out in Sham-Thankſgivings * Ul 


Sham-Plots you may have paid for ver and ver , 
But who e er paid for a Sham-Treat before? 

Had you not better ſent your Offerings all 

Hither to us, than Sequeſtrators Hall? 

I being your Steward, Juſtice had been done ye; 
I cou d have entertain d you worth your Money. 


Dram 


Dramatis Perſon. 
MEN. 


vr Timothy Treat- all, an old ſeditious y _ 
Knight that keeps open Houſe for | : 
CIS = true blue Pro- Mr, Nokes, 
teſtants, Uncle to T. Wilding, 

Tom. Wilding, a Tory, his diſcarded Ne- 
phew, 1 3 

dir Anthony Meriwi an o | 
Knight of Devonſhire, "7 © Mr, Zee, 

Sir Charles Meriwill, his Nephew, a 
Tory alſo, in love with L, Galliard, Mr. Williams. 
and Friend to Wilding, 

Dreſſwell, a young Gentleman, Friend to 
Wilding, 

Foppington, a Hanger-on on Wilding, Mr. Jevon. 

fervice, Man to Sir Timothy. 


Mr, Bettertor?y 


Mr. Bowman, 


Footmen, Mulick, c. 


WOMEN. 


— 


Lady Calliard, a rich City-Widow, in 
love with Wilding, 

Charlot, the City-Heireſs, in love with, 
Wilding, 

1 Miſtreſs to Wilding, and kept by Sade: o. 

Mrs, Clacket, a City Baud and "LENT Mrs. Norice. 
ts Cloſet, Woman to Lady Galliard, Mrs. Lee. 


SCENE, Mithin the Mali of London: 


Mrs. Barry. 


Mrs. Butler. 
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ACT I. SCENE L 
The Street. 


8 Sir Timothy Treat-all, follow'd by Tom Wilding 
bare, Sir Charles Meriwill, Foppington, ann Footmay 
with a Cloke, Pi 


Sir Tim, i? . RO OBI E me no more: fort MI” 
: am reſoly'd, deaf and obdurat, 

= d'ye ſee, and ſo forth. E 
Wild. beſeech ve, Uncle, ben Wie" 
me. 


Sir Tim. No. 


Wild. Dear Url 

Sir Tim, No. | 

Mild. You will be mortify'd=. 

Sir Tim. No. 

Wild. At leaſt hear me out, Sir. 

Sir Tim. No, I have heard you out too often, Sir, til 
you haye talkt me out of many a fair Thouſand; har 
had ye out of all the Bayliffs, Serjeants, and Conſtable 
Cluiches about Town, Sir; have brought you out o! al 
the Surgeons, Apothecaries, and pocky Doctors Hand 
that ever pretended to cure incurable Diſeaſes; and hae 
croſt ye out of the Books of all. the Mercers, Silk-men, 
Excbange-men, Taylors, Shoemakers, and Sempftreſſa 
with alf the reſt of the unconſcionable City-tribe of tit 
long Bill, that had but Faith enough to truſt, and though 
me Fool enough to pay. 

Sir Char. But, Sir, conſider, he's your own Fleſh ad 
Blood. 

Sir Tim, That's more ban III ſwear, 
Sir Char, Your only Aeir. 


Sir Tim 
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dir Tim. That's more than you or any of his wiſe A 
ſociates can tell, Sir. N 
Sir Char. Why his wiſe Aſſociates? Have you any Ex- 
ception to the Company he keeps? This reflects on me 
and young Dreſſweil, Sir, Men both of Birth and For- 
tne, 
sir Tim. Why, good Sir Charles Meriwill, let me tell 
you, ſince you'll have it out, That you and young Dreſ< 
well are able to debauch, deſtroy, and confound all the 
yourg imitating Fops in Town. ES 
Sir Char, How, Sir! 


Pound a Year, and value no Man: Neither do I ſpeak ſo 
much for your particular, as for the Company you keep, 


. 

nk uch Termagant Tories as theſe, [To Fop.] who are the 
de very Vermin of a young Heir, and for one tickling 
Yi vive him a thouſand bites, 


Fp. Death! meaning me, Sir? | 
Sir Tim, Yes, you, Sir, Nay, never ſtare, Sir 3 I 
ſear you not: No Man's hectoring ſignifies this 


except it be in the King's name. | 
Sir Char. Sir, I confeſs he was to blame. 
vr Tim. Sir Charles, thanks to Heaven, you may be 


„ tl 
bare 
ables 
of al 
lands 


| have 


pane, and play the Devil: your Uncle, Sir Anthony 
Merrill, intends to give you all his Eſtate too. But for 
uch Sparks as this, and my Fop in Faſhion here, why 
pith what Face, Conſcience, or Religion, can they be 
end and vitious, keep their Wenches, Coaches, rich Li- 


men, ; 

efles; f the Nation? 

f the dt Char. If he hath youthful Vices, he has Virtues 
00, 

ought 


Sir Tim, Yes, he had, but I know not, you have be- 
tch'd him amongſt Je, [ weeping.] Before he fell to To- 
Jiſm, he was a ſober, civil Youth, and had ſome Reli- 
On in him, wou'd read ye Prayers Night and Mornin 


ſh and 


Tin 
| H 3 wore 


Sir Tim, Nay, never buff, Sir; for I have ſix thouſand 


in the 
y, but the Conſtables: no body dares be ſaucy here, 


eud, you have a plentiful Eſtate, may whore, drink, 


eries, and fo forth, who live upon Charity, and the Sins 


"th a laudable Voice, and cry Amen to em; tou d 
dye done one's Heart good to haye heard him 


E* 
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wore decent Clothes, was drunk but on Sundays ny 
Holidays; and then I had Hopes of him. [$4] Weeping, 
Wild, Ay, Heaven forgive me. 1 
Sir Char. But, Sir, he's now become a new Man, i 
caſting off all his Women, is drunk not above five or fx 
imes a week, ſwears not above once in a quarter of u 
our, nor has not gam'd this two Day.? 
Sir Tim, Twas becauſe the Devil was in's Pocket then, 
Sir Char, — Begins to take up at Coffee- houſes, talk 


gravely in the City, ſpeaks ſcandalouſly of the Goyert | 
ment, and rails moſt abominably againſt the Pope and thy 
French King, 5 « tp. to. 
Sir Tim. Ay, ay, this ſhall not wheedle me out of on 4 
Engliſh Guinea; and fo I told him yeſterday. . 3 
Wild. You did ſo, Sir. g n 


Sir Tim, Les; by a good Token you were witty up 
me, and ſwore I loy'd and honoured the King no whey Þ 
but on his Coin, 0 5 
Sir Char. Is it poſſible, Sir? + + 5 * 
Wild. God forgive me, Sir; J confefs I was a lit 
overtaken. | . 

Sir Tim. Ay, ſo it ſhou'd ſeem: for he miſtook l , 
own Chamber, and went to bed to my Maid's, | ; 

Sir Char. How! to bed to your Maid's } Sure, 95 Je, 
tis a ſcandal on him. FEW * 

Sir Jim. No, no, he makes his brags on't, Sir. Ol 8 
chat crying Sin of Boaſting! - Well fare, I ſay, the Da 110 


of old Oliver; he by a Wholeſom act made it, death h 1 


boaſt; ſo that then a Man might whore bis Heart df 
and no body the wiſer, DPREUE 
Sir Char. Right, Sir, and then the Men paſs'd for ſobe 
religious Perſons, and the Women for as demure Saint Op 
Sir Iim. Ay, then there was no ſcandal z but now dg = 
do not only boaſt what they do, but what they do not. . 
Wild. I'll take care that fault ſhall be mended, dr. " 
Sir Tm. Ay, ſo will 1, if Poverty has any - Fears Cor 


Mortification:; and ſo farewel to you, Sir. [Golf Deb 
Wild. Stay, Sir, you are reſoly'd to be ſa, cruel cath cuck 
and ruin all my Fortunes now depending? ' 8 


Sir Tim, Moſt religiouſy/ 


mie 


Wild. You are? 

Sir Tit. I am. | 91.2 

Wild. Death, PII rob, | 5 
Sir Tim. Do and be hang'd, 

Y Wild. Nay, I'll turn Papiſt. 

Sir Tim. Do and be damn'd, 


ja Sir Char. Bleſs me, Sir, what a Scandal would that be 


io the Family of the, Treat-alls . 


r. Sir Tim, Hum !. I had rather indeed he turn'd Turk 
l or Jer, for his own ſake; but as for ſcandalizing me, 
27 defy it: | ity bas been known ever ſince Forty 
e it © My Integrity 1 eve 7 

one; I bought three Thouſand a year in Biſhops Lands, 
on WY tis well Known, and loſt it at the King's return; for 


which I'm honour'd by the City, | 
But for his farther Satisfaction, Conſolation, and De- 
| truction, know, That 1 Sir Timothy Treat. all, Knight 
w BY Alderman, do think my felf young enough to marry, 
dye ſee, and will wipe your Noſe with a Son and Heir of. 
py own begetting, and fo forth, 
Ih Wild. Death! marry}, X 
Sir Char, Patience, dear Tom, or thou't ſpoil all, 
Fv Mild. Damn him, I've loſt all Patience, and can diſ- 
ſemble no longer, tho I loſe all Very good, Sir; hark- 
ye, I hope ſhe's young and handſome; or if ſhe be not, 
amongſt the numerous luſty ſtomacht Whigs that daily 
0 noſe your publick Dinners, ſome may be found, that ei- 
ther for Money, Charity, or Gratitude, may requite your 
bon rents. You keep open Houſe to all 


Opinions and Religions, young half-witted Fops, hot- 
headed Fools, and Malecontents : You guttle and fawn 
on all, and all in hopes of debauching the King's Liege- 
people into Commonwealthſmen; and rather than loſe a 
Convert, you'll pimp for him. Theſe are your nightly 
Debauches Nay, rather than you ſhall want it, Vil 
cuckold you my ſelt in pure Reyenge. / I. »44 40 Tot 
Lr Tim, How ! Cuckold his own natural Uncle! 
H 4 Sir Char, 
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Going away. 


the Party, not for 
Mirth, Generoſity or good Nature, but for Roguery. 
You cram the Brethren, the pious City- Gluttons, with 
good Cheer, good Wine, and Rebellion in abundance, 
gormandizing all Comers and Goers, of all Sexes, Sorts, 
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Sir Char, Oh, he cannot be ſo profane. 

Wild. Profane! why he deny'd but now the hay 
any ſhare in me; and therefore 'tis lawful, I am to lin 
by my Wits, you ſay, and your old rich good hat 
Cuckold is as ſure a Revenue to a handſome young Cad 
as a thouſand Pound a Year. Your tolerable Face ad 
Shape is an Eſtate in the City, and a better Bank tha 

ur Six per Cent. at any time, 

Sir Tim. Well, Sir, {nce Nature has furniſht you f 
well, you need but up and ride, ſhow and be rich z and 
Jo your Servant, witty Mr, Wilding. | 


| [Goes out. He looks after hin, 8 

Sir Char, Whilſt T am labouring another's good, ing 
quite negle& my own, This curſed, proud, di{dainlWM16 
Lady Galliard, is ever in my Head; ſhe's noy a p 
Church, I'm ſure, not for Devotion, but to ſhew her ea 
Charms, and throw her Darts amongſt the gazing Crou MW kv! 
and grows more vain by Conqueſt. I'm near the Chuch ber 
and muſt ſtep in, tho it coſt me a new Wound, ſpe 
| ; | | Wild. ſtands pauſm that 
Wild. 1 am reſolvd Well, dear Charles, let's lM Hot 
together to night, and contrive ſome way to be on. 
yeng'd of this wicked Uncle of mine. I muſt leaye the 8 
now, for I have an Aſſignation here at Church. Wi, 
Sir Char. Hah! at Church! noy 
Wild. Ay, Charles, with the deareſt She-Saint, andi . 
hope Sinner, 55 The 
Sir Char, What at Church? Pox, I ſhall be diſcoyer1Min | 
now in my Amours, That's an odd place for Lo and 
Intrigues. | | 8 
Wild. Oh, I am to paſs for a ſober, diſcreet Perſonio wil 
the Relations; but for my Miſtreſs, ſne's made of no der 
ſuch ſanctify'd Materials; ſhe is a Widow, Char dea 
young, rich, and beautiful. be 
Sir Char, Hah! if this ſhou'd prove my TY 4h L 

| . W div. 

Wild. And tho at her own diſpoſe, yet is much e mu 
vern'd by Honour, and a rigid Mother, who is eit > 
eaching to her againſt the Vices of Youth, and ron gh 


end of the Town Sparks; dreads nothing fo much - g 
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hter's marrying a vittagous Tory, So the young 

N forc'd © difſemble Religion, the beſt Mask to bide 
a kind Miſtreſs in. 6 | 
Sir Char. This muſt be my Lady Galliard, [ Afide. 
wild. There is at preſent ſome il! underſtanding be- 
ween us; ſome damn'd Honourable Fop lays ſiege to 
her, which has made me ill received; and I having 2 
new Intrigue elſewhere, return her cold Diſdain, but now 
and then ſhe croſſes my Heart too violently to reſiſt her. 
In one of theſe hot Fits I now am, and muſt fiad (ome 
occaſion to ſpeak to her, | 
Sir Char. By Heaven, it muſt be ſhe——1 am ſtudy- 
ing now, amongſt all our She-Acquaintance, who this 
ſhdn'd be. pf 

Wild. Oh, this is of Quality to be concea!'d 3 but the 
deareſt lovelieſt Hypocrite, white as Lillies, ſmooth as 
Ruſhes, and plump as Grapes after a Shower, haughty 
her Mein, her Eyes full of Diſdain, and yet bewitchin 
ſyeet ; but then ſhe loves; ſoft, witty, wanton, al 
that charms a Soul, and but for now and then a fit of 
Honour, Oh, damn the Nonſenſe ! wou'd be all my 
own, 

Sir Char, Tis ſhe, by Heaven! [Aſide.] Methinks this 
Vidow ſhou'd prove a good Income to you, as things 
now ſtand between you and your Uncle. 


There is the moſt charming pretty thing in nature fallen 
in love with this Perſon of mine, a rich City-Heireſs, 
and I have her in poſſeſſion. 

Sir Char, How can you love two at once? I've been as 
wid and as extravagant, as Youth and Wealth cou'd ren- 
der me; but ne'er arriv'd to that degree of Leudneſs, to 
= my Heart about: my Hours I might, but Love ſhou'd 

e intire, 

Wild. Ah, Charles, two ſuch bewitching Faces wou'd 
vive thy Heart the lye: But Love divides us, and I 
muſt into Church. Adieu till Night. 

dir Char, And 1 muſt follow, to reſolve my Heart in 
What it dreads to learn, Here, my Cloke. [Takes his 

by H5 Cloks 


Wild, Ab, Charles, but I am otherwiſe diſpos'd of. 


58 MCN Mr ff 


Cloke from bis Man, and puts it an.] Hah, lk , 
done! See, they are coming forth | | 
Enter People croſs the Stage, as from Church; ng 
em Sir Anthony Meriwil, Hi by. Sir T Timah 
: Treat all. 5 OY ' 
Hah, my Uncle! He muſt not ſee me here, N I. 
7 , .. [Throws his Cloke, ayer bis Fug 
Sir Tim. What my old Friend and Acquaintance, 9 
Anthony Meriwill ! 19 
Sir Anth. Sir Timothy Treat - all. 125 
Sir Tim. Why, how long have you been in Town, Si 
Sir Anth, About three days, Sr. 
Sir Tim. Three days, and never came to dine with me! 
tis unpardonable] What, yourkeep,cloſe,to the Church 
I fee: Lou are for the Surplice fill, old, Orthodox you 
the Times cannot mend you, I ee. 
Sir Anth. No, nor ſhall they mar me, sin. 
Sir Char. They are Wee 71 | pai by. (A 
Ex. Sir Charles, 
Sir Anth, As I take it, ou came . Church 100% 
Sir Tim, Ay, needs muft when the Devil drives, 1 
to ſave my Bacon, as they ſay, once ene. and le 
400 after the Porridge is ſerv'd up. 
Sir Anth. Thoſe that made it, Sir, are i than n. 
For my part, 1 love good wholeſom Doctrine, th 
teaches Obedience to the King and Superiors, without 
railing at the Government, and quoting Scripture { 
Sedition, Mutiny and Rebellion. Why here was a jah 
Fellow this Morning made a notable Sermon. By Gey 
our Country-Vicars are mere Scholars to your Gentlemen 
Town-Partons ! Hah, how he handled the Text, and: 
Diviſions upon't "would make a Man fin with mod 
tation, to hear Thi he claw'd away the Vices gf it 
Town, Whoring, Drinking, and Covent the 
ret of the deadly number. 
Sir Tin. Good lack! an he, were ſo good at Whorig 
and Drinking, you'd beſt carry your, Nephew, Sir Chan 
Merruall, to Church; he Wants a lictle, document! 206 
mat my 
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Sir, Auth. Hum! you keep your old wont ſtill; a 

Man can begin no Diſcourſe to you, be it of Preſter John, 
but you ſtill conclude with my Nephew,  _ Tp bem 

Sir Tim. Good Lord! Sir Anthony, you need not be 
ſo purty ; what I ſay, is the Bilcouife of the whole City, 

how laviſhly you let him live, and give ill Examples to all 


| » oung Helrs, + od; Hl] hte af. | 
Fu $i Ah. The City! The City's a grumbling, lying, 
» HW 6(::isfy'd City, and no wiſe or honeſt Man regards what 


it ſays. Do you, or any of the City, ſtand bound to bis 
Scrivener or Taylor? He ſpends what I allow him, Sir, 


s owa; and you're a Fool, or Knave, chuſe ye whe- 
ae ther, to concern your ſelf, | | 
1 mel Sir 7:79. Good. lack! I ſpeak but. what wiſer Men diſ- 


urch courſe. 


Js Sir 47:4. Wiſer Men! wiſer Coxcombs. What, they 

[ you d have me train my Nephew up, a hopeful Youth, to 
keep a Merchant's Book, or {end him to chop Logick in 

an Univerſity, and have him returned an -arrant learned 
AG, to ſimper, and look demure, and (tart at Oaths and 

Wenches, whilſt I felt his Woods, and grant Leaſes: 
And laſtly, io make good what I have cozen'd him of, 
force him to marry Mrs. Cramp, the ill-favour'd Daugh- 

ter of ſome Right Worſhipful. A Pox of all of ſuch 
Guardians ! 

Sir Tim, Do, countenance Sin and Expences, do, 

Sir Anh, What Sin, what Expences 2 He wears good 
Cothes, why Trades-men get the more by him; he keeps 
bis Coach, 'tis for his Eaſe; a Miſtreſs, tis for his Plea- 
ſure 3 he games, *tis for his Diverſion; And where's the 
= of this? is there ought elſe you can accuſe him 
with? Vl: | 
Sir Tim. Les, —a Pox upon him, he's my Rival too. 


5 | | LAſide. 
Why then 1'!l tell you, Sir, he loves a Lady. 
Sir 4nt4, If that be a Sin, Heaven help the Wicked! 
Sir Tim. But I mean honourably —— 1 
Sir 421, Honourably ! why do you know any Infir- 
my in him, why he ſhou'd not marry ? | dngrily. 
vs Jim. Not I, Sit, | 


© 
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Sir Anth, Not you, Sir? why then you're an Aſs, 5. 
But is this Lady young and handſom ? 

Sir Tim. Ay, and rich too, Sir. 

Sir Auth. No matter for Money, fo ſhe love the Boy, 

Sir Tim. Love him! no, Sir, ſhe neither does, Ks 
ſhall love him. | 

Sir Anth, How, Sir, nor ſhall love him! By Georg, 


but ſhe fhall, and lie with him too, if 1 pleaſe, Sir, 


Sir Tim. How, Sir! lie with a rich City-Widow, an 
a Lady, and to be married to a fine Reverend old. Gen. 
tleman within a day or two? 

Sir Ant h. His Name, Sir, his Name; Flt diſpatch lin 


preſently. loo ers to draw; 
Sir Tim. How, Sir, diſpatch him !———Your Seryan, 
Sir, [Offers to g, 
Sir Anth, Hold, Sir! by this abrupt departure, I fang 
you the Boy's Rival: Come, draw, [ Draus 


Sir Tim, How, draw, Sir! 

Sir Anth. Ay, draw, Sir; not my werte have the 
Widow ! 

Sir Tim. With all my Soul, Sir; I love and honou 
your Nephew. I his Rival! alas, Sir; Fm not fo. fond of 
Cuckoldom. Pray, Sir, let me "ſee you and Sir Charle 
at my Houſe, I may ſerve him in this buſineſs; and ſo 
take my leave, Sir Draw net ! Pox upon him fo 
an old Tory rory. Aſide. Exi. 

Enter as from Church, Lady Galliard; Cloſet, ani 
_ Foatman: Wilding g paſſes careleſiy by her, Sir Charts 

Meriwil] following, rat up in his Cloke, 

Sir Anth. Who's here? Charles muffled in a Coke 
yeering after a Woman? My own Boy to a hair! 
She's handſom tod. mu ſtep aſide - for 1 muſt ſee the 
meaning on't. [Goes aſidl. 

L. Gal. Bleſs me! how unconcern'd he paſs'd! 

Cloſ. He bow'd low, Madam. 

L. Gall, But twas in ſuch a faſhion, as expreſt Indi. 
ferency, much worſe than Hate from Milding. 
Cloſ Your Ladyſhip has us'd bim ill of late; Jet! 
your Ladyſhip pleaſe, Pill call him back. 

L. Gall. I'll die firſt——— Hab, he's going — non 


"T think on't L have a Toy of his, which to expreſs uf 


Conn, 


"Em 69 


Nour 
id of 
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hair! 


e the 


ai. 


ndil- 


yet i 


ſcorn, Lil give him back now—this Ring. 
Cloſ. Shall I carry it, Madam? 
L. Gall. Yow'll not expreſs Diſdain enough in the Deli- 
very. and you may call him back. {Cloſ. goes to Wild. 
Sir Char, By Heaven, ſhe's fond of him. Ade. 
Wild, Oh, Mrs. Cloſer ! is it you? Madam, your 
Servant: By this Diſdain, I fear your Woman, Madam, has 
miſtaken her Man. Wou'd your Lady ſnip ſpeak with me 2 


L. Gal. Yes. But what ? the. God of Love inſtruct 
me | [Aſide. 


Mild. Command me quickly, Madam; for 1 have bu- 
ſineſs. 
L. Gal. Nay, then I cannot be diſcreet in Love, [ Aſide. 
—Your baſin? once was Love, nor had no idle hour 
To throw away on any other thought; | 
You lov'd, as if you had no other Faculties, rj 
As if you'd meant to gain eternal Bliſs, | 
But that Devotion only: And ſee how now you're chang'd. 
Hild. Not I, by Heaven; "tis you are only chang'd, 
I thought you'd lov'd me too, curſe on the dull miſtake? 
But when I beg'd to reap the mighty Joy 
That mutual Love affords, '. 
You turn'd me off from Honour, 
That Nothing, fram'd by ſome old ſullen Maid, 
That wanted Charms to kindle Flames when young, 
Sir Anth, By George he's i'th' right, [ Aſides 
Sir Char, Death! can ſhe hear this Language ? 
L, Gal, How dare you name this to me any more ? 
Have you forgot my Fortune, and my Youth, 
My Quality, and Fame ? | | 
Mud. No, by Heaven, all theſe increaſe my Flame, 
L. Gal. Perhaps they might, but yet 1 wonder where 
You got the boldneſs to approach me with it. 
Mild. Faith, Madam, from your own encouragement. 
L. Gal. From mine! Heavens, what Contempt is this? 
Wild, When firſt J paid my Vows, (good Heaven for- 
g we me) * Ps EEE 


They were for Honour all; 


But wiſer you, thanks to your Mother's care too, 

Knowing my Fortune an uncertain hope, 

My Life of Scandal, and my leud Opinion, 5 
IO Yn wh, Forbad 
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Woman for acting finely, and by taking her off the Stage, 


wild. The ſtealths of Love, the midnight kind Admit 
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Forbad me wiſh that way; *rwas kindly urg d; 

You cou'd not then forbid my Paſſion too, 

Nor did I ever from your Lips or Eyes 

Receive the ctuel Sentence of my Death. * 
Sir An th. Gad, a fine Fellow this ! | 
L. Cal. To ſave,my Life, 1'wou'd notmarry thee, 
Wild. That's kindly ſaid. arne 

But to ſave mine, thou't do a kinder thing; 

l know thou wo't. 88 | 
L. Gal. What, yieid my Honour up ! 

And after find it ſacrific'd anew, © 

And made the ſcorn of a triumphing Wife! | 

Sir Ah, Gad, ſhe's ith? right too! a noble Girl Pl 

BSA _ cnc. 1 
L. Gal. But you diſdain to fatisfy theſe fears; 

And like a proud and haughty Conqueror, 

Demand the Town, without the leaſt Conditions. 

Sir Char, By Heaven, ſhe yields apace. | 
Sir Anth. Pox on't, wou'd I had ne'er ſeen her; noy 

I have Legions of ſmall Cxpids at Hot-cockles in my 

Heart, | | OT | 
Wild. Now I am pauſing on that word Conditions. 

Thou ſay'ſt thou wou't not have me marry thee ; 

That is, as if I loy'd thee for thy Eyes 

And put em out to hate thee ; t 

Or like our Stage-ſmitten Youth, who fall in Love with a 


* 
9 ® 8 
* 


. 


deprive her of the only Charm 


ae he had, 
Then leave her to ill Luck, * 


$ 


_— 


de not all of 'em were half fo great a Charm as they not 
eing mine, | 
Sir Auth. Hum! how will he make that out now? 


tance, 
The gloomy Bed, the ſoft breath murmuring Paſſion 
Ah, who can gueſs at Joys thus ſnatch'd by parcels? 
The difficulty makes us always wiſhing, 
Whilſt on thy part, fear makes Rill ſome reſiſtance ; 


And 


_ 


1 


1 


a 
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And every Bleſſing ſeems a kind of Rape. 


sir Auth. H'as don't A Divine Fellow that; juſt 


of my Religion, I am ſtudying now whether I was never 


acquainted with bis Mother. S | | 
sx. Gal. watks away, Wild. follows, 
L. Gal. Tempt me no more! what dull unwary Hame 


Poſleſt me all this while ! Confuſion on thee, ' [ln Rage 
And all the Charms that dwell upon thy Tongue. £ 
Diſeaſes ruin that bewitching Form, | 
That with the ſoft feign'd Vows debaucht my Heart. 
Sir Char. Heavens! can I yet endure! [Aſide.. 
L. Gal, By all that's good, II marry inſtantly ; 
Marry, and ſave my laſt Stake, Honour, yet, 
Or thou wilt rook me out of all at laſt. 
Wild. Marry! thou canſt not do a better thing; 3 
There are a thouſand Matrimonial Fops, | 
Fine Fools of Fortune, | . 
Good - natur'd Blockheads too, and that's a wonder, 
I. Gal. That will be manag'd by a Man of Wit. 
Mild. Right. 1 2 7 Hogs * 2 & 1 | 
L. Gal, 1 have an eye upon a Friend of Fouts, 


. 


id. A Friend of mine! then he mult be my Cuck- 
* 4 IL 1 ö W , (5 DEP 


9 n ; | 
Sir Char, Very fine! can J endure yet more? [de. 
L. Gal, Perbaps it is your Uncle. nd 
Wild. Hah, my Uncle! [ir Charles mates up to em. 
Sir Auth. Hah, my Charles: why well (aid, Charles, 

be bore up briskly to her. Sao. 

Sir Char, Ab, Madam, may I preſume to tell you. 

Sir Anth, Ah,Pox, that was ſtark naught ! he begins 
like a Fore-man o'th* Shop, to his Maſter's Daughter. 

Wild, How, Charles Meriwill acquainted with my 
Widow : 8 | : 

Sir Char, Why do you wear that ſcorn upon your Face? 
I've nought but honeſt. meaning in my Paſſion, 
Vuhilſt kim you favour ſo profanes your Beauties, 

In ſcorn of Marriage and Religious Ries, 


Attempts the ruin of 720 ſacred Honour. 


L Gall, Hah, Wilding boaſt my Love? [Aſide. 
Sit Anths The Devil take him my Nephew's quite TR d 


— - —— — —— 
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Why, what a Pox has he to do with Honour now ? 

L. Gal. Pray leave me, Sir. 

Ge Damn it, ſince he knows all, I'll boldly own my 
fame. You take a liberty 1 never gave you, Sir. 
Sir Char. How, this from thee ! nay, then I muſt 
take more, 

And ask you where you borrow'd that Brutaliiy, 
T' approach that Lady with your ſaucy Paſſion. 

Sir Auth. Gad, well done Charles! here muſt be ſpott 
anon. 

Mild. I will not anſwer every idle Queſtion. : 
Sir Char, Death, you dare nor. 

Wild. How, dare not ! 

Sir Char, No, dare not; for if you did 

Mild. What durſt you, if Ldid 2 

Sir Char. Death, cut your Throat, Sir. 
| (Taking hold on him roughly, 

Sir Ant h. Hold, hold, let him have fair play, and then | 
curſe him that parts ye. [Taking * em dur, 5 drau. 

L. Gal. Hold, I command ye, hold! 

Sir Char. There reſt my Sword to all Eternity. 

[Lays his Sword at her Fet, 

L. Gal, Now I conjure ye both, by all your Honour, 
If you were e'er acquainted with chat Virtue, 

To ſee my Face no more, 
Who durſt diſpute your Intereſt i in me thus, 
As fora common Miſtreſs, in your Drink, 
[She goes out, and all but Wild, Sir Anth. and 
5 Sir Char. who ſtands ſadly locking after her, 

Sir Anth, A Heavenly Girl !—Well, now ſhe's gone, 
by George, 1 am for diſputing your Title to her by din cf 
* ord. f 

Sir Char, I wo'not fight. 

Wild. Another time will decide it, Sir, (Wild. goes Ont; 

Sir Anth, After your whining Prologue, Sir, who the 
Devil would have expected ſuch a Farce? Come, Charle, 
take up thy ſword, Charles; and d'ye hear forget me ti 
Woman... — 

Sir Char, Forget her, Sir ! there neyer was a thing o 
excellent ! 


Sir Auth, You he, Sirrah, you he, leres thouſn 
; — noon . 


— 


Pre 


Till ſhe confeſs the Devil in her, 
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As fair, as young, and kinder by this day. 
We'll into th* Country, Charles, where every Grove 
Affords us ruſtick Beauties, e TRY 
That know no Pride nor Paintin | 
And that will take it and be thankful, Charles ; 
Fine whole ſom Girls that fall like ruddy Fruit, 
Fit for the gathering, Charles, | 

Sir Char, Oh, Sir, I cannot reliſh the coarſe Fare, © 
Bu: what's all this, Sir, to my preſent Paſſion ? 

dir Anth. Paſſion, Sir! you ſhall have no Paſſion, Sir. 

Sir Char. No Paſſion, Sir! ſhall I haye Life and Breath? 

Sir Anth. It may be not, Sirrah, if it be my will and 
leaſure. ö 
Why how now! ſaucy Boys be their own Carvers? 

Sir Char, Sir, Jam all Obedience, | Bowing and ſighing. 

Sir Anth, Obedience! Was ever ſuch a Blockhead ? 
why then, if I command it, you will not love this Vo- 
man? FAD 

Sir Char, No, Sir. | | 

Sir Ant h. No, Sir! But I fay, Yes, Sir, love her me; 
2nd love her me like a Man too, or I'll renounce ye, 
dir. | 

Sir Char. I've try'd all ways to win upon her Heart, 
Preſented, writ, watcht, fought, pray'd, kneel'd, and wept, 

Sir Anth. Why there's it now; I thought ſo: kneel'd 
8 wept ! a Pox upon thee I took thee for a prettier 
Fellow — 
You ſhou'd have huft and bluſter'd at her door, 
Been very impudent and ſaucy, Sir, 
Leud, ruffling, mad; courted at all hours and ſeaſons 
Let her not reſt, nor eat, nor ſleep, nor viſit. 
Believe me, Charles, Women love Llmportunity, 
Watch her cloſe, watch herlike a Witch, Boy, 

Love, 


* 


Sir Char, I cannot, Sir, 
Her Eyes ſtrike ſuch an awe into my Sou 
Sir Ant h. Strike ſuch a Fiddle-ftick.._.Sirrah, I fay, 
do't 3 what, you can towſe a Wench as handſomely—— 
You can be leud enough upon occaſion. I know not the 
Lady, nor her Fortune; but I'm reſoly'd thou ſhalt have 


* 
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her, with practiſing alittle Courtſhip of my Mode. 
Come = | 50 r 


Come, my Boy Charles, ſince thou muſt needs be doing, 
VI! ſhew thee how to go a Widow. wooing. : 


— —— — 
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Enter Charlot, Foppington, and Clacket. 


MY 
£harl. L Nough, I've heard enough of Milding's Vices, 
to know I am undone. [Weeps, 
Galliard his Miſtreſs too! I never ſaw her, by 
I-have beard her fam'd for Beauty, Wit, and Fortune; 
That Rival may be dangerous. | 

Fop, Yes, Madam, the fair, the young, the witty Lady 
Galliard even in the heigbt of all his Love to you; nay, 
even whilſt bis Uncle courts her for a Wife, he deſigny 
umiclf for Glen... 

Chart. Wondrous Inconſtaney and Impudence ! 
Mrs. Clack, Nay, Madam, you may rely upon Mr. 
Foppington's Information; therefore if yourreſpect your 
Reputation, retreat in time. 

Charl. Reputation ! that I forfeited when I ran away 
with your Friend Mr. Wilding. 170 | 

Mrs. Clack. Ah, that ever 1 ſhou'd live to ſee [Weeps.| 
the ſole Daughter and Heir of Sir Nicolas Gettrall, rat 
away with one of the leudeſt Heatbens about Town! 

Charl. How, your Friend, Mr. Wilding, a Heathen 
and with yau too Mrs. Clacket / that Friend Mr, Witdint, 
who thought none ſo worthy as Mrs. Clacker, to truſt wii 
ſo great a Secret as bis flight with me; he a Heathen! 

Mrs. Clack. Ay, and a poor Heathen too, Madam. 
*Slife, if you muſt marry a. Man to buy him Breeches, 
marry an honeſt Man, a religious Man, a Man that wy 


5 
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* Conſcience, and will do a Woman ſome Neaſon 
Why here's Mr. Foppington, Madam; here's a Shape, 
here's a Face, a Back as ſtrait as an Arrow, I'll warrant. 


Carl. How! buy him Breeches | Has Wilding then no 


donne? | | 
rob. Yes, Faith, Madam, pretty well; ſo, ſo, as the 
Dice run; and now and then he lights upon a Squire, 
or ſo, and between fair and foul Play, he makes a ſnift 
to pick a pretty Livelihood ußß. 
Charl. Row ! does his Uncle allow him no preſent 
Maintenance? 1 5 
Fop. No, nor future Hopes neither: Therefore, Ma- 
dam, I hope you will ſee the Difference between him and 
a Man of Parts, that adores you. | Smiling and bow1nge. 
Charl. If I find all this true you tell me, 1 ſhall know 
how to value my ſelf and thoſe that love me, 
his may be yet a Raſcal, _ 
Enter Maid. 
Maid. Miſtreſs, Mr. Wilding's below. u . 
Fp. Below! Oh, Heaven, Madam, do not expoſe me 
to his Fury, for being too zealous in your Service. 
3 rear (orders 
Charl, 1 will not let him know yo anything, Sir. 
Fop. Death! to be ſeen here, would ex pole ug Life. 
MEETS fo 0 PL OOO 
Mrs, Clack. Here, here, ſtep out upon the Stair-caſe, 
and flip into my Chamber. [Going out, returns in fright. 
Fop, Qwns, he's here; lock. the Door ſaſt; let him 
not enter, h 1 
Mrs. Clack. Oh, Heavens, I bave not the Key! bold 
it, hold it faſt, ſweet, ſweet Mr. Foppington. Oh, ſhould 
there be Murder done, what: a Scandal wou'd that be to 
the Houſe of, a true Proteſtant! +. [Knocks 
Charl, Heavens! what will he ſay or think, td ſee me 
(but in wich a Man? % „ „ bid op 
Mrs, Clacks Oh, 1'll ſay you'te ſick, aſleep, or out of 
Humour. . | 
Charl, I'd give the World to ſee him, [ Knocks. 
Hild. [\WWithout.] | Gharlet, Charlot I am I deny d an 
eatrance? By Heaven, II break the Door. 


4 


{ Knocks again; Fop. fill holding it. 
Fop. 
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Fop. Oh, I'm a dead Man, dear Clacke: / { Knocking fil, 
Młes. Clack. Oh, hold Sir, Mrs. Charlot is very ſick. 
* Wild. How, ſick, and I kept from her! 

Mrs. Clack. She begs you'll come again an Hour hence, 

Wild. Delay'd ! by Heaven I will have entrance. 

Fop. Ruin'd'! undone ! for if he do not kill me, be 

may ſtarve me. | 
Mrs. Clack. Oh, he will not break in upon us! Hol, 
Sir, hold a little; Mrs. Charlot is juſt—juſt—ſhifting her 
felf, Sir; you will not be ſo uncivil as to preſs in, I hope, 
at ſuch a Time. | e 
Chart, 1 have a fine time on't, between ye, to haye 
him think I am ſtripping my ſelf before Mr. Fopbinton- 
Let go, or I'll call out and tell him all. 

[ Wild. breaks open the Door and ruſhes in: Fop. land; 
cloſe up at the entrance till he is paſt him, then ven. 
turing to ſlip out, finds Wild. has made faſt the 
Door : ſo he is forc'd' to return again and ſtand ci 
uß behind Wild. with ſigns of Fear. 

Wild. How now, Charlot, what means this new Un- 

kindneſs ? what, not a Word? *©| © 

Charl. There is ſo little Muſick in my Voice, you do 

not care to hear it: you have been better entertain'd, [ 
find, mightily employ'd, no doubt  _ 

Wild. Yes faith, and ſo I have, Charlot : damm'd Bu- 

ſineſs, that Enemy to Love, has made me rude, 
Charl. Or that other Enemy to Love, damn'd Wench- 
8 3 Td. Wenching ! how ill haſt thou tim'd thy Jealouſy! 
What Banker, that to morrow is to pay a mighty Sum, 
wou'd yenture out his Stock to day in little Parcels, and 
loſe h's Credit by it ? 
© Chari, You wou'd, perfiduous as you are, tho all your 
Fortune, all your future Health, depended on that Credit, 
FN 3 [ Angry, 
Wild. So, hark ye, Mrs. Clacket, you have been pra. 
ting I find in my Abſence, giving me a handſom Cha- 
rafter to Charlot You hate any good thing ſhou'd go 
by your own Noſe. [Afide to Clacket, 
Mrs, Clack. By my Noſe, Mr. Wilding ' I deiy . 


* 
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Id have you to know, I ſcorn apy good thing ſhou'd go I 
d my Noſe in an uncivil way, 1 
"Wild, 1 believe fo. 1 | 
Mrs, Clack. Have 1 been the Confident to all your Secrets 
his three years, in Sickneſs and in Health, for richer, for 
poorer 3 concea'd the Nature of your wicked Piſeaſes, 
under the honeſt Name of Surfeits; call'd your filthy 
Surgeons, Mr, Doctor, to keep up your Reputation ; 
villy receiv'd your t'other-end of the Town young Re- 
hitions at all HourS—— 5 
Hd. High! | 
Mrs, Clack. Been up with you, and down with you 
early and late, by Night and by Day; let you in at all 
Hours, drank and ſober, fingle and double ; and civilly 
withdrawn, and modeſtly ſhut the Door after me? _ 
ald. What! The Storm's up, and the Devil cannot 
G |2) it. | | 
Mrs. Clack. And I am thus rewarded for my Pains ! 
| n Il [Weeps, 
1114, So Tempeſts are allay'd by Showers of Rain. 
n. Mrs, Clack. That 1 ſhou'd be charg'd with ſpeaking ill 
| of you, ſo honeſt, ſo civil a Gentleman 
Jo Chari, No, I have better Witneſs of your Falſhood. 
1 Fp. Hah, *SJeath-ſhe'll name me! 
id. What mean you, my Charlot ? 
ue ¶ Do you not think I love you? i 
Charl, Go ask my Lady Galliard, ſhe keeps the beſt 
in» WY Account of all your Sighs and Vows, | EY 
: And robs me of my deareſt ſofter Hours. [Kindly to him. 
J: Mrs. C!ack, You cannot hold from being kind to him. 
| | Aſide. 
nd Wild. Galliard / How came ſhe by that Secret of — 
Life? ¶ Aſide.] Why ay, *tis true, I am there {ſometimes 
ur bout an Arbitration, about a Suit in Law, about my Un- 


(ie, : 
J. Char. Ay, that Uncle too 3 
fas You ſwore to me you were your Uncle's Heir; = 1 
ha- Zut you perhaps may chance to get him one, 
90 


If the Lady prove not cruel, — 
Had. Death and the Devil, what Raſcal has been pra- 
| ting 


8 
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ting to her! Aid. 


prove unkind, or wicked Uncles refractoty: 

Yet I cou'd loye you tho you were a Saxe. 

| 41 | T7 DAS. Un a, ſoft. Tone 70 him, 
And I were Queen of all the Univerſe; . . 
Mrs. Clack, Ay, there you ſpoil'd allagain———you fo. 
got your ſelf. . — 
Charl. And all che World when he looks kindly on me 
But 1'1] take Courage and be very angry. _F7 


Nor do your Perjuries reſt here; you're equally as falſetg 


Galliard, as to me, falſe for a little Miſtreſs of the Town, 
whom you've ſet up in ſpite of Quality. [ 4ugry, 
Mrs. Clack. So, that were home and handſom, 
Mild. What damn'd Informer does ſhe keep in penſion? 
. Charl. And can you think my Fortune and my Youth 
Merits no better Treatment ? [ Angry, 
How cou'd you have the Heart to uſe me ſo ? [Soft 10 him, 
I fall inſenſibly to Love and Fondneſs. (Aſide, 
Mild. Ah, my dear Chariot you who know my Hear, 
can you believe me falſe? ä 


: . - 


Charl. In every Syllable, in every Look; 
Your. Vows, your Sighs, and Eyes, all counterfeit. 
You ſaid you lov'd me, where was then your Truth ? 
You ſwore you were to be your Uncle's Heir; 
Where was your Confidence of me the while 
To think my Generoſity fo ſcanted, 
To love you for your Fo tune? | 
—— How every Look betrays my yielding Heart! [Add, 
No, ſince Men are grown; ſo cunning in their Trade d 
Love, the neceſſary Vice II! practiſe too, 
And chaffer with Love-Merchants for my Heart. 
Make it appear you are your Uncle's Heir, 
I'll marry ye to morrow., - 1 
Of all iby Cheats, that was the moſt unkind, 
Becauſe you thought to conquer by that Lye, 
To night Fl be reſolv'd. 

Wild, Hum ! to night! 

Charl. To night, or I will think you love me for my For 

Which if you find elſewhere to more adyantage , * | 
ts | * of 


Charl, Whilſt I am reſery'd for a dead Lift, if Forum 


ji 


le of 


vor 
tune, 
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[| may unpitied die and 1 ſhou'd die | 
If you ſhould prove UNirue, [ Tenderly . 
Mrs Clact. There you've daſht all again. 
wild. Pm reſoly'd to keep my Credit with ber— 
Here's my Hand ; 
This Night, Charlot, Ill let you ſee the Wricings. . 
—But bow! of Pox of him that knows for Thomas, 


CAfide, 


Charl. Hah !- that Hand without the Ring ! 
Nay, never ſtudy for a handſom Lye, | 

Wild. Ring! . Oh, ay, I left it in 2 r room 
this Morning. 

' Charl, See how thou haſt injur'd thy Tongue to Falſ- 
Did you not ſend it to a certain Creature (hood ! 
They call Diana, 

From off that Hand that olighted Faith to me ? 
Hild. By Heaven *tis Witchcraft all; 

Valeſs this Villain Foppin gion betray me. | 

Thoſe ſort of ;Raſcals will do any thing A 

For ready Meat and Wine—T'Il kill the Fook—hab, 397k 

Turns quick, and ſees him behind him, 

Fo, Here, Lord! Lord! 

Where were thy Eyes, dear Wilding ? 
Wild, Where they have ſpy'd a Raſcal, 

Where was this Property conceal'd? 

Fop, Conceal'd ! What doſt thou mean, dear Tom ? 
Why I ſtood as plajn as the Noſe on thy Face, mun, 

Wild. Bur *tis the ungrateful Quality of all your * 
to make ſuch baſes returns, 7 
How got this Rogue Admittance, and when in, 

The Impudence to tell his treacherous'Lyes ? 

Fop. Admittance! why thou art ſtark mad: Did not 
I come in with you, that is, follow'd you? | 

Wild. Whither ? - 

Fop, Why into the Houle, up fairs, ood baking you 
when you ſwore you wou'd come in, and foliow'd ou in! 

Wild, All this, and I not ſee }. : 


Clacket ſaw me——Admitrance quotha*? 
Had. Why did you not ſpeak ? 


Fop, Oh, pt blind; but this Lady au. me, Mrs. 


Fop, 
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Fo. Speak! I was fo amaz'd at what J heard, the vi. 
lmous Scandals laid on you by ſome pick- thank Rogue ot 

other, I had no PoWer. | ; 

Wud. Ay, thou know'ſt how I am wrong'd, 

Fop. Oh moſt damnably, Sir! | 

Wild. Abuſe me to my Miſtreſs too ! 

Fop. Oh, Villains! Dogs | 
 Charl. Do you think they have wrong'd him, Sir? fe 
Tl] believe you. | | | 

Fop. Do I think, Madam? Ay, I think him a Son of 
a Whore that ſaid it; and I'll cut his Throat, 

Mrs. Clack. Well, this Impudence is a heavenly Virtue, 
Mild. You ſee now, Madam, how Innocence may (af. 
Fer. 

Charl. In ſpite of all thy villanous diſſembling, 

] muſt believe, and loye thee for my quiet. 

Wild. That's kind; and if before to morrow I de 
not ſhew you 1 deſerve your Heart, kill me at once by 
quicting me Farewel—[Goes out with Fop,] I knoy 

| where both my Uncle's Will and other Writings lie, by 
which he made me Heir to bis whole Eſtate. 
My Craft will be in cat ching; whichif paſt, 

Her Love ſecures me the kind Wench at laſt, [Af 

Mrs. Clack, What if he ſhog/d not chance to keep hi 
Word now! 3 

Charl. How, it be ſhow'd not! by all that's good, if 
he ſnou'd not, I am reſolv'd to marry him however. We 
two may make a pretty Shift with three thouſand Pound Won 
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1 

vv a year; yet I wou'd fain be reſolv'd how Affairs ſtand N f. 
0 0 between the old Gentleman and him. I wou'd giye the Nen 
| World to ſee that Widow too, that Lady Galliard, Ind! 
wil Mrs. Clack. If you're bent upon't, I'll tell you what Bi ii: 
val! we'll do, Madam: There's every Day mighty Feaſting WW (: 
—— here at his Uncle's hard by, and you ſhall diſguiſe your Wo: 
1 ſelf as well as you can, and fo go for a Niece of mine | Nn 
1 Shave coming out of Scotland; there you will not fail c 
i'll ſeeing my Lady Galliard, tho, I doubt, not Mr. Wilding, Wil i 
[ i | who is of late diſcarded.  - - + © Ss 
10 Charl. Enougtz 1 am reſoly'd upon this Deſign; le 
| 1 in and practiſe the northern Dalect. IeEx. beh. e 
wi 5 . SCENE 


* 
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SCENE II. The Street. 


N Enter Wilding and Foppington. | 

id. But then Diana took the Ring at laſt? 1 
Fop, Greedily, but rail'd, and ſwore, and: ranted- at 1 
your late Unkindnefs, and wou'd not be appeas'd. | 


- E . 


ji Enter Dreſſwell. "Ds | | 
Wild. Dreſſwell, J was juſt going to fee for the. 1 

of Dre. I'm glad, dear Tom, I'm here to ſerve thee. | 6 
Wi.d, And now Y ve found thee, thou muſt along with \_ 


me. 

Dreſ. Whither? but Pl not atk, bur aber. 
Mild. Toa kind Sinner, Frank, 

Dreſ. Pox on em all; prithee turn out thoſe pretty 
rants of thy Heart, and fit it for a Monarch, Love, dear 


'i1dizg, of which thou never kney'(t the Pleakure yer, i 
r not above aday. 


ald. Not knew the Pleaſure ! Death, the very lee, 


kefi-ſt Draughts of Love. Ab, bow pleaſant tis to drink 
ben a Man's a dry! : 


he reſt is all but dally Gpping on. | 
Dre, And yet this Diana, for. thither thou art r going, 
bon haſt been conſtant to this three or four Years. 

ig, A conſtant Keeper thou mean'ſt ; which is in- 


le, ef F a 


1 


d, if red enough to get the Scandal of a Coxcomb: But 1 bi 
Ve os nor, "thoſe ſort of Baggages haye a kind of Faſcina - | 
ound bn  inticing — and faith, after the Fatigues of formal mM 
and Its to a Man's du'l Relations, or what's as bad, to Wo- 1 


en of Qty 3 after the buty Afflictions of the Day, 
Ind the Dedauches of the tedious Ntvbr, I tell thee, Fraxk, 
Man's beſt Retirement is with a _toft ind Wench. But 
day Truth, I have a farther D:ſi2n in my Vitic now. 
Thou know'ſt how, L ſtand paſt - bope of Grace, excom- i 
Punicated the Ki indneſs of . 4 Uncle. 1 — 
Dreſ. True. ; 2 

Wild, My leud Debabch es, fd being O'ch'. wrong Par- 1s 
as he calls it, is now become an nreconci able Quar- 1 
; fo that 1 having” many and nopeſul Inirizues no | 
em: ng, eſpecially thoſe of my charming Widow, and 
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my City-Heireſs, which can by no means be carried 
without that damn'd neceſſary call'd ready Mony; 1 hay 
ſtretcht my Credit, as all young Heirs do, till "tis qui 
broke. New Liveries, Coaches, and Clothes mufi | 
Had, they muſt, my Friend. | 

Dreſ. Why do'ſt thou not in this Extremity clapy 


Match with my Lady Galliard? or this young Heirelz ja 


ſpeak of? - 
Wild. But Marriage, Frank, is ſuch a Bugbear ! Jy 
this old Uncle of mine may one day be gathered togehe 


and Neep with his Fathers, and then I ſhall have fix tha 


Tand Pound a Year, and the wide World before me; a 
who the Devil cou'd reliſh theſe Bleſſings with the clog 
a Wife behind him? hut till then, Money muſt be ia 
J ſay. . 

Fop. Ay, but how, Sir? x 

Wild, Why, from the old Fountain, Jack, my Unds 
he has himſelf decreed it: He tells me, I muſt live upa 
my Wits, and will, Frank. f 

Fop. Gad, l'm impatient to know how. 

Mild. I believe thee, for thou art out at Elbows; and 


when I thrive, you ſhow it i*th' Pit, behind the Scen 


and at Coffee houſes. Thy Breeches give a better accou 
of my Fortune, than Lilly with all his Schemes and St 
Fop. 1 own I thrive by your influence, Sir. | 
Dreſ. Well but to your Project, Friend, to which | 
ſet a helping Hand, a Heart, a Sword, aud Fortune. 
Wild. You make good what my Soul conceives of ja 
Let's to Diana then, and there I'll tell thee all. 
[Going out, they meet Diana, who enters with f 
Maid Betty, and Boy, looks angrily. 
Diana, 1 was juſt going to thy Lodgings ! 
Dia. Oh alas, you are too much taken up witli j0 


rich City-Heireſs. 


Wild. That's no cauſe of quarrel between you and 
Diana: you were wont to be as impatient for my mam 
ing, as I for the Death of my Uncle; for your rich Vi 
ever obliges her Husband's Miſtreſs; and Women of yal 
ſort, Diana, ever thrive better by Adultery than Fol 


cation. | 
2 D 
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Dia, Do, try to appeaſe the eaſy Fookgyith theſe fine 
xpeations No, I have been too often flatter'd 
ith the hopes of your marrying a rich Wife, and then 1 
33 to have a Settlement; bur inſtead of that, things go 
ckward with me, my Coach is vaniſh'd, my Servants 
windled into one neceſſary Woman and a Boy, which 
o ſave Charges, is too ſmall for any Service; my twenty 


| on 
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ation ! 

Md. Patience, Diana, things will mend in time, 

Dia, When, I wonder. Summer's come, yet I am 
in my embroider'd Manteau, when I'm dreſt, lin'd 
th Velvet; 'twould give one a Fever but to look at 
e: yet ſtill I am flamm'd off with hopes of a rich 
Vile, whole Fortune I am to laviſh.——Þut I ſee you 
ze neicher Conſcience nor Religion in you; I wonder 
hat a Devil will become of your Soul for thus deluding 
je | | P [Weeps. 
Will, By Heaven, I love thee |! 

Dia, Love me! what if you do? how far will that 
dat the Exchange for Point? Will the Mercer take it 
Ir current Coin? But *tis no matter, I muſt love a 
t with a Pox, when I might have had ſo many Fools 
fortune: but the Devil take me, if you deceive me an 
nger, |  [MWeeping, 
Mild. You'll keep your word, no doubt, now you haye 
orn. | 

Dia. So I will, I never go abroad, but I gain new 


Jace 
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3; and 
Scen 


ICCOU! 
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ich | 


e $:de-box where l ſit at Play, to look at me; but it I 
'2n to ſmile on him, Lord, how the overjoy'd Crea- 


ariſing, ſhakes his Ears, looks round with Pride, ta 
who took notice how much he was in favour with 
ming Mrs, Dy. 

Hild. No more, come, let's be Friends, Diana; for 
u and I muſt manage an Uncle of mine. 

Da. Damn your Projects, I'll have none of em. 


1 Wild. 


inzas a Week, into forty Shillings; a hopeful Refor- 


onqueſts, Happy's the Man that can approach neareſt 


re returns it with a Boy low as the very Benches ; 


— — — — 


Mild. So thou canſt of any thing about thee, 


x96 The City HEIR Ess; or, 
Wild. Here, here's the beſt ſoſtner of a Woman 
Heart; tis God, two hundred Pieces: Go, lay it out, 
vou ſhame Quality into plain Silk and Fringe. & 
Dia. Lo dy u have he ſtiangeſt powel of perſuaſic 
Nay, if jou buy my Peace, I can afford a Penny wont 


Dia. Well, your Project, my dear Tommy? 
Mild. Thus then Thou, dear Frank, ſhalt ton 
Uncle, tell him, that Sir Nicholas Gett-all, as he know 
being dead, and having left, as he knows too, one or 
Davghter his Executrix, Mrs. Charlot, I have by my d 
and modeſt Behaviour, ſo won upon her Heart, that y 
Nights ſince ſhe left her Father's Country. houſe at Ly; 
in Kent, in ſpite of ail her ſtrict Guards, and run ay 
With me. : 
Dreſ. How, wilt thou tell him of it then? 
Wild, Hear me That I have hitherto ſecurd h 
at a Friend's Houſe here in the City ; but diligent ſear 
being now made, dare truſt her there no longer: a 
make it my humble Requeſt by you, my Friend, (who: 
only privy to this Secret) that he wou'd give me leaye 
bring her home to his Houſe, whoſe very Authority x 
defend her from being ſought for there, 
Dreſ. Ay, Sir, but what will come of this, I ſay? 
Wild. Why, a Settlement; you know he has alte 
made me Heir to all he has, after his deceaſe ; but for 
ing a wicked Tory, as he calls me, he has after the 
tings were made, ſign'd, and feal'd, refus'd to give 
in traſt, Now when he ſees 1 have. made my felt \ 
ter of ſo vaſt a Fortune, he will immediately furrende 
that reconciles all again. Rs 
Dreſ. Very likely; but wo't thou truſt him with! 
Woman, Thomas. | 
Wild, No, here's Diana, who, as I [hall bed: 
ſhall paſs for as ſubſtantial an Alderman's Heirely8W.. - 
ever fell into wicked Hands, He never knew the "| 
Charlot, nor indeed has any body ever ſeen her vi 
old Aunt and Nurſe, ſhe was ſo kept up- Anf lt 
Diana, thou ſhalt. have a good opportunity to he, 


ſemble, and jilt in abundance, to keep thy — 
| [140 


eave 
rity | 


ſay ! 
altes 
t for 

the W 
rive“ 
ef! 
rende 


wicht 
bedil 


tel, 
the f 


x bil 


1) th 
ye, 
* in! 


pid 


Sir Timothy Treat-all. 7197 
hee, dear Dreſſfwel, haſte with the News to him. 
Dreſ. Faith, 1 like this well enough ; this Project may 


Le, and Il about it. [Goes outs 


1.14, Go, get ye home, and trick and betauder your 


up like a right City-Lady, rich, but ill faſhion'd ON 


th all your Jewels, but not a. Paich, ye Gipſy, nor no 
aniſh Paint d'ye hear. | 

Dia. I'll warrant you for my part. 

id. Then before the old Gentleman, you muſt be- 
are your ſelf very ſoberly, ſimple, and demure, and 
ok as prew as at a Conventicle; and take heed you 
nk n>t off your Glaſs at Table, nor rant, nor ſwear : 
je Oath confounds our Plot, and betrays thee to be. an 
ant Drab, | | 

Dia. Doubt not my Art of Diſſimulation. 

id. Go haſte and dreſs— [Ex. Dian. Bet. and Boy. 
per Lady Gall. and Cloſet, above in the Balcony; 
Wild, going out, ſees them, ſtops, and reads a Paper, 
ud Hah, who's yonder? the Widow! a Pox upon'r, 
w haye I not power to ſtir; ſhe has a damn'd hank 
on my Heart, and. nothing but right down lying with 
will diſſolve the Charm. She has. forbid me ſeeing 
„ and therefore I am ſure will the ſooner take notice 
me, 5 5 | [ Reads, 
Clo/, What will you put on to night, Madam? you 
ow you are to ſup at Sir Timothy Treat- all's. 


IL. Gall. Time enough for that; prithee let's take a 


1 in this Ba'cony, this City-Garden, where we walk to 
the freſh Air of the Sea-coal Smoak. Did the Foot- 
in go back, as I order'd him, to fee how Milding and 
Charles parte? | | 
Clo. He did, Madam, and nothing cou'd provoke Sir 
1112; to fight after your Ladyſhip's ſtrict Commands. 
ell, Pill (wear he's the ſweeteſt-narur'd Gentleman—, 
a the advantages of Nature and Fortune ; I wonder 
it Exception your Ladyſhip has to him. 
Gall. Some ſmall Exception to his whining Hu- 
ur; but I think my chiefeſt diſlike is, becauſe my Re- 
ons wiſh it a Match between us, | 


not hate to him, but natural contradiction. Hah, is 
| I 2 not 
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not that Wilding yonder ? he's reading of a Lett 
Wild. So, ſhe ſees me. Now for 4 Art to WY 
lure me up: for tho I have a greater mind than ſhe 
ſnall be all her own; the Match ſhe told me of h | 
Morning with my Uncle, fticks plaguily upon my $ 
mach; J muſt break the Neck on't, or break the Widow 
Heart, that's certain. If 1 advance towards the Dy 
now, ſhe frowningly retires ; if 1 paſs on, 'tis likely ſh 
may call me, | [ Avant! 
L. Gall, 1 think he's paſſing on, 
Without ſo much as looking towards the Window. 
Cloſ. He's glad of the excuſe of being forbidden, 
L. Gall. But Cloſet, know'ſt thou not he has abusdn 
Fame, 
And does be think to paſs thus unupbraided ? 
Is there no Art to make him look this way ? 
No Trick — Prithee feign to laugh. [ Cloſe laugh 
Wild. So, I fhall not anſwer to that Call, 
L. Gall, He's going! Ah, Cloſet, my Fan 
Lets fall her Fan juſt as he paſſes by ; | 
| takes it up, and looks up, 
Cry mercy, Sir, I am ſorry I muſt trouble you to bring 
Wild. Faith, ſo am I; and you may ſpare my Pain 
and ſend your Woman for't, Pm in haſte, 5 
L. Gall, Then the quickeſt way will be to bring it, 
[Goes out of the Balcony with Clold 
Wild. 1 know I ſhould be drawn in one way or othe!, 


S CE N E changes to a Chamber. 


Enter L. Galliard, Wilding, Cloſet to them; Wilding 
1 delivers the Fan, and is retiring. 
I.. Gall. Stay, I hear you're wondrous free of jo 
Tongue, when tis Jet looſe on me. 
Wild. Who 1, Widow ? 1 think of no ſuch trifles. 
L. Gall. Such Railers never think when * ad 
five ; but ſomething you have ſaid, a Lye ſo infamous 
Wild. ALye, and infamous of you! impoſlible ! 
W hat was it that I call'd you, Wiſe or Honelt ? 
I. Gall. How can you accuſe me with the Want! 
_ 7; 1 
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will. Ves, of both; Had you a grain of Honeſty, or 
ended ever to be thought ſo, wou'd you have the im- 
adence to marry an old Coxcomb, a Fellow that will 
bot ſo much as ſerve you for a Cloke, he is ſo viſibly 
So 1nd undeniably impotent? 
don L. Gall. Your Uncle you mean. | | 

1ild, Ido, who has not known the Joy of Fornica- 
ton this thirty Year, and now the Devil and you bave put 
nM into bis Head ro marry, for ſooth. Oh the Felicity of 
the Wedding- Night !- 

L. Gall. Which you, with all your railing Rhetorick, 
ſ:all not have power to hinder, . 

iid, Not if you can help it 3 for F perceive you are 


(ure, 
eh 


{tious doting Fool my Uncle, only to hang him out 
for the ſign of the Cuckold, to give notice where Beauty 
is to be purchas*'d, for fear otherwiſe we ſhould miſtake, 
and think thee honeſt, 

L. Gall. So much for my want of Honeſty; my 
Wit is the part of the Text you are to handle next. 

Hild. Let the World judge of that by this one Action: 
This Marriage undifputably robs you both of your Repu- 
ation and Pleaſure, - Marry an old Fool, becauſe he's 
nch! when ſo many handfome proper younger Brothers 
Fon'd be glad of you. | 
L. Gall, Of which hopeful number your ſelf are one. 
Wild, Who, I! Bear witneſs, Cloſet ; take notice I'm 
pon my Marriage, Widow, and ſuch a Scandal on my 
| 2 might ruin me; therefore have a care what 
Jou lay. 

L. Gall, Ha, ha, ha, Marriage! Yes, J hear you give 
tout, you are to be married to me: for which Defa- 
mation, if I be not reveng'd, hang me. 

Wild, Yes, you are reveng'd; I had the fame of van- 
wiſhing where er I laid my Siege, till I knew thee, hard- 
earted thee; had the honeſt Reputation of lying with 
de Magiſtrates Wives, when their Reverend- Husbands 
Frere employ'd in the neceſſary Affairs of the Nation, 
itiouſly petitioning : and then 1 was eſteemed 3 but 
oy they look on me as a monſtrous thing, that makes 
14. honour» 


reſolved to be a leud incorrigible Sinner, and marry'ſt this 
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bonourable Love to you. Oh hideous, a Husband 10 
ver! ſo that now I may proteſt, and ſear, and lye m 
Heart out, 1 find neither Credit nor Kindneſs 3 but as. P. 
beg for either, my Lady Galliard's thrown in my Diſh « | 
Then they laugh aloud, and cry, who wou'd think i of 
gay, of fine Mr. Wilding 2 Thus the City She- wits are let 0 
looſe upon me, and all for you, ſweet Widow : but L an 
reſoly*d I will redeem my Reputation again, if no a 
ſeeing you, nor writing to you more, will do it, Abe 
to farewel, faithleſs and ſcandalous honeſt Woman, ſp 
L. Gal. Stay, Tyrant. | 
Wild. | am engag'd, A 
I. Gal. You are not. be 
Wild. J am, and am reſolv'd to loſe no more time on 
a peeviſh Woman, Who values her Honour above ene 
Lover. | [ He goes out, 
L. Gal. Go, this is the nobleſt way of loſing thee, 
Cloſ. Muſt I not call him back? | 
L. Gal. No, if any honeſt Lover come, admit bim; 
J will forget this Devil. Fetch me ſome Jewels; th 
Company to night at Sir Timorky's may divert me. 


{ 
* | [She fits down before her Gli | 
1 | Enter Boy, ] 
Boy. Madam, one Sir, Anthony iMeriwill wou'd ſpe: 
with your Ladythip, | 8 
L. Gal. Admit bim; ſure *tis.Sir Charles's Uncle; aa 
be come to treat a Match with me for his Nephew, li + 
takes me in the critical Minute. Wou'd he but leave Hein 
whining, I might love him, if. *rwere but in Revenge, Wi 
Enter Sir Anthony Meriwill and Sir Charles. 31 
5 Sir, Ants, So; L have tutor'd the young R zue, [ hops wy 
bell learn in time. Good Day to your Lady fi pz Chan de 
[putting him forward] my Nephew here, Madam! 
rah—notwithſtanding your Lady ſhip's Commands Loc 
how he ſtands now, being a mad young Raſcal !—0ul 5 
he wou'd wait on your Ladyſhip A Devil on bu: 
ſee if be'll budge now For he's a brisk Lover, Madat L 
' when he once begins. A Pox on him, he'l! ſpoil all ye Nee 
IL. Gal. Pleaſe you fit, Sir. 8 
hes 


Sir Char. Madam, | beg your Pardon for 05 * ; 
| » Ui 
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L. Cal, Still whining ? [ Dreſſing her ſelf careleſly.. 
Sir Auth. D'ye hear that, Sirrah? oh damn it, beg. 
bardon! the Rogue's quite out of 's part. 
ſh « Sir Char. Madam, I fear my Viſit is unſeaſonable. | 
oY Sic 42:14. Unſeaſonable! damn'd Rogue, unſeaſonable- 
e let to 4 Widow 2 Quite Out. | | 
L. Cal. There are indeed ſome Ladies that wou'd be 
ever angry at an untimely Viſit, before they've put on their 
Aube Faces; but I am none of thoſe that wou'd be fair in 
ſpire of Nature, Sir Put on this Jewel here, 
29. | I Clol. 
Sir Char. That Beauty needs no Ornament, Heaven has 
been too bountiſu. iT 5 
Sir Anth. Heaven! Oh Lord, Heaven! a puritanica! 


Rogue, he courts her like her Chaplain, Aſive, vext. 
L. Gal, You are ſtill ſo full of Univerſity-Comple- 

. ments * 
Sir Auth. D'ye hear that, Sirrah ? Ay, ſo he is, 


indeed, Madam To her like a Man, ye Knave. 
(Aſide to him. 


Sir Char. Ah, Madam, I am come 

Sr Anth, To ſhew. your ſelf a Coxcomb. 

L. Gal, To tire me with Diſcourſes of your Paſſion—- 
fie, how this Curl ſis ! [ Looking in the Glaſs... 

Sir Char, No, you ſhall-bear no more of that ungrate- 
ſui Subje ct. 

Sir Auth. Son of a Whore, hear no more of Love, 
Gan'd Rogue! Madam, by George he lyes; he does come 
t0 ſpeak of Love, and make Love, and to do Love, and 
a for Love-— Not come to ſpeak of Love, with a Pox !: 
Owns, Sir, bebave your ſelf hkera Man; be impudent, 
de ſaucy, forward, bold, touzing, and leud, d'ye hear, 
beat thee before her: Why what a Pox! 

| [Ajliae to him, he minds it not. 
vic Char, Finding my Hopes quite loſt in your unequal 
Favours to young Walding, I'm quiiting the Town. 

L. Gal. Lou will do well to do ſo—lay by that Neck- 
lace, I'm wear Pearl to day. Jo Cloſ. 

vir Auth. Confounded Blockhead by George, be 


dene hes gaiv, Madam. A Dog, Fll diſinherit him. [ Aſide. 
L. i 2 3 5 | | He. 


te, ruffle her, and ſwear, damn it, ſhe hall haye note 


witneſs : for J will die to purchaſe your Content. 


Lock in that Glaſs, Sir, and admire that ſneaking 00 


— 
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He quit the Town, Madam! no, not whilſt your Ladyſhip 
init, to my Knowledge, He'll live in the Town, nay, i 
the Street where you live ; nay, in the Houſe ; nay, in 
the very Bed, by George; I've heard him a thouſand ting 
fwear it. Swear it now, Sirrah : look, look, how he 
Rands now! Why dear Charles, good Boy, ſwear aj 


bur thee, ¶ Aſide to him.] Why you little think, Madan 
bat this Nephew of mine is one of the maddeſt Felloꝶ 
in all Devonſhire. | 

L. Gal. Wou'd I eou d ſee't, Sir. 

Sir Ant h. See't ! look ye there, ye Rogue — Why 'is 
all his Fault, Madam. He's ſeldom ſober; then he ha 
2 dozen Wecches in pay, that he may with the more . 
thority break their Windows, There's never a Mai 
within forty Miles of Meriwill. Hall to work a Miracle on 
but all are Mothers. He's a hopeful Youth, VI ſay tha 
for him, 

Sir Char. How I have lov'd you, my Deſpairs ſl 


[Sheri 
Sir Anth. Die, a damn'd Rogue! Ay, ay, II dit 
herit him: A Dog, die, with a Pox ! No, hell 
hang'd firſt, Madam, | 
Sir Char. And ſure you'll pity me when I'm dead. 
Sir An th. Acurſe on him; pity, with a Pox. Vi gnt 
him. ne er a Souſe. 8 
L. Gal. Give me that Eſſence- bottle. T. Clol 
Sir Char. But for a Recompence of all my Suffering 
L. Gal. Sprinkle my Handkerchief with Or 
| [To Uidl 
Sir Char, I beg a Fayour you'd afford a Stranger. 
L. Gal. Sooner perhaps. What Jewels that? [To Ca 
Cloſ. One Sir Charles Meri vill 
L. Gal. Sent, and you receiv'd without my Order 
No. wonder that he looks fo. ſcurvily. 
Give him the Trifle back to mend his Humour. 
Sir Anth. I thank you, Madam, for that Repriwit 


cotub's Countenance of yours ; A pox on him, ws 


/ 
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Grace, loſt, gone ; not a Souſe, not a Groat; good b'ye 
10 you, Sir. Madam, I beg your Pardon; the next time 
| come a Wooing, it ſhall be for my ſelf, Madam, and 
| have ſomething that will juſtify it too; but as for this 
Fellow, if your Ladyſhip have e er a ſmall Page at leiſure, 
I deſire he may have Order to kick him down Stairs. A 
damn'd Rogue, to be civil now, when he ſhou'd have be- 
hay'd himſelf handſomely ! Not an Acre, not a Shilling 
b'ye, Sir Softhead [Going out meets Wild. and returns] 
Hah, who have we here, hum, the fine mad Fellow? 
ſo, ſo, he'll ſwinge him I hope; 1'll ſtay to have the plea 
lure of {ecing it ona. „ ne 8 
Enter Wilding, bruſhes by Sir Charles. 
Wild, I was fare *twas Meriwill's Coach at Door. „ 
Sir Char, Hah, Wilding “ I 
vir Anth, Ay, now Sir, here's one will waken ye, Sirs.. | 
[To Sir Char. 
Wild, How now, Widow, you are always giving Aus- 
dience to Lovers, I ſee, 
Sir Char. You're very free, Sir. 1 
Hild. 1 am always ſo in the Widow's Lodgings, Sir. 
Sir Auth. A rare Fellow? | 
Sir Char. You will not do't elſewhere ?- 
Wild, Not with ſo much Authority. | 
* Anth, An admirable Fellow! 1 muſt be acquainted 
ith him. k | | 
. Char, Is this the Reſpect you pay Women of her: 
Quality ? | | 
Will The Widow knows Iſtand not much upon Ce- 
emonies. | 
vir 42th, Gad, he ſhall be my Heir. [ Aſide ftill,. 
L. Gal, Pardon him, Sir, this is his Cambridge Bree- 


. | 

Sr Au. Ay. ſo tis, ſo tis, that two Years there 

ute ſpoil'd him. 

L. Gal. Sir, if you'ye any further Buſineſs with me, 

deal it; if not, I'm going forth. | 

Sic Char. Ma dam, in hort. 

dr Auth. In ſhort to a Widow, in fhort! quite Ioftz . If 

du Char, 1 find you treat me ill for my Reſpect; mY | 
ad; 


Imam 
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+ 
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And when J court you next, 
I will forget how very much 1 lore you. | 

Sir Anth, Sir, I ſhall be proud of your farther 4c. 
iN * for 2% like, love, and honour' Jon. 

5 | L* Wild. 

Mild. Il dy to deſerve it, Sir, an 

Sir Anth. Madam, your Servant. A am ſneaking 
Dog, 10 be civil and modeſt with a Pox! 

| Ex. Sir Char. and Sir Ant, 

1 Tos Gal: gee if my Coach be ready. Ex: Clof 
mild. Whether are you janting now? 

L. Gal. fries you dare not wait on me, to you 
Uncle's to Su 

Wild. Fhat Uncle of mine pimps for all the -Sparks of 
his Party ; 

There they all meet and bargain without Scandal: 

Fops of all forts and ſizes you may chuſe, 

Whig-land offers not ſüch another Market. 
Enter Cloſet. 

Claſ. Madam, here's Sir Iimothy Treat al come to 
wait on your Lady ſhip to Supper. 

Wild. My Uncle! Oh, damn him, he was born to be 
my Plague: Diſinheriting me had not been ſo great a Di 
appointment; and if he ſees me here, I ruin all the Ploy 
Ive laid for him. Ha, he's here. 

Euter Sir Tim. 

Sir Tim. How, my Nephew Thomas here 

Wild. Madam, I find you can be cruel too, 
Knowing my Uncle has abandon'd ue. 

Sir Tim. How now, Sir, what's your Buſineſs here? 

' Wild, 1. came to beg a Favour of my Lady Galljard, 
Sir, knowing her Power and Quality here in the City, 

Sir Tim, How a Favour of my Lady Galliard l Th 
Rogue faid indeed he would cuckold me. [ Aſide.} Why 
Sir, I thought. jou had been taken up wah your ric 
Heitefs ? 

Wild. That was my Buſi be now, Sir Havios ws 
poſſeſſion, the Daughter and Heir of Sir Nicolas Geral 
1 would have rmade uſe of the Authority of my Lab 
Galliard's Houſe io haye ſecur'd her, till I got things 


Ol 


Sir Timothy Treat-all. 


order for our Marriage; but my 


eries 1 have an Uncle. 
L. Gal. A well contri 


ed Lye. 


- 
* 


Lady, to put me off 
Aide. 


Sir Tim. Well, 1 have heard of your good Fortune ; 
zud however a Reprobate thou haſt been, Fil not ſhew 
my ſelf fo undutiſul an Uncle, as not to give the Gentle> 
woman a little Houſe-room ; I heard indeed ſhe was gone 


a week ago, 


And, Sir, mx Houſe is at your Service, © 
eld. 1 humbly thank you, Sir. Madam, your Ser- 


vant, A pox upon him and his Aſſociation. 


Goes out. 


Sir Tim, Come, Madam, my Coach waits below. 


| [Exit, 


8 


— 


— 
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Ac T m. s CEN E I. 
A Room. t 


Enter Sir Timothy Treat all, and Jervice. 


Sir Tim. 


\ 


E RE, take my Sword, Jervice. 


W hat 


have you inquir'd, as I directed you, con- 


cerning the rich Heireſs, Sir Nicholas Gett-all's Daughter? 


Jer. Alas Sir, inquir'd.! why *tis- all the City- News 


that ſhe's run away with 


Town. 


* 


one of the maddeſt Tories about 


Sir Tim, Good Lord ! Ay, ay, *tis ſoy» the plaguy 
Rogue my Nephew has got her. That Heaven ſhowd. 


drop ſuch Bleſſings in the Mouths of the wicked! Well, 
Frvice, what Company have we in the Houle, Jervite 3 


Jer, Why trul 


no Parliament. 


7 


y, Sir, a fine deal, conſide ing there's 


Sir Tm. What Lords have we, Jervice? 
Jer. Lords, Sir, truly non | 
Sir Tm. None! what ne'er a Lord! ſome miſhap 
will befa!l me, ſome dire miſchance! Ne'er a Lord! 


ominous, ominous ! our Party dwindles daily, What, 
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nor Earl, nor Marqueſs, nor Duke, nor ne'er a Lord 
Hum, my Wine will lie moſt villanouſiy upon gy 


Hands to Night. Jer vice, what, have we ſtore 0. 


Knights and Gentlemen ? 
Jer. I know not what Gentlemen there be, Sir; by 


there are Knights, Citizens, their Wives and Daugh- 


9 


x ters, 


Sir Tim, Make us thankſul for that; our Meat will 
not lie upon our Hands then, Fervice ; I'll ſay that for 
our little Londoners, they are as tall Fellows at a well. 
charg'd Board as any in Chriſtendom. 

Fer. Then, Sic, there's Nonconformiſt-Parſons, 

Sir Tim, Nay, then we ſhall have a clear Board; for 

ur true Proteſtant Appetite in a Lay-Elder, does a 


Man's Table Credit. 


Fer, Then, Sir, there's Country Juſtices and Grand | 


Jury-Men. 

Sir Tim. Well enough, well enough, Jer vice. 

; Enter Mrs. Senſure. | 

Sen. An't like your Worſhip, Mr, Wilding is come in 
with a Lady richly dreſt in Jewels, mask'd, in his Hand, 
and will not be deny'd ſpeaking with your Worſhip, 

Sir Tim. Hah, rich in Jewels! this muſt be ſhe, My 
Sword again, Fervice——Bring em up, Senſure;— 
Prithee how do I look to Night, Ferwice 2. 


e 2 [Setting himſelf 
Jer. Oh, moſt methodically, Sir. 
Enter Wild. with Diana, and Betty, 
Wild. Sir, I have brought into your kind protection 
the richeſt Jewel all London can afford, fair Mrs, Char- 


lot Gett-all, | 
Sir Tim. Bleſs us, ſhe's raviſhing fair! Lady, I had 


the honour of being intimate with your worthy Father, 
I think he has been dead 

Dia, It he catechize me much on that point, I (hall 
fpoil all, Il Aua. 
Alas, Sir, name him not; for if you do, | weepuny.] 
I'm ſure I cannot anſwer you one Queſtion. 

Wild, For Heaven fake, Sir, name not her Father to 


her; the bare remembrance of him kills her. 
{ Aſide to him. 


Sir Iim. 
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Sir Tim. Alas, poor Soul! Lady, I beg your Pardon. = 
How ſoft-hearted ſhe is! I am in love; I find already a : 


kind of tickling of I know not what, run frisking thro 1 
my Veins. LAſide. = 


Bet. Ay, Sir, che good Alderman has been dead this 
twelye-month juſt, and has left his Daughter here, my 


Miſtreſs, three thouſand Pound a year. [Weeping. 
Sir Tim, Three thouſand Pound a Year! Yes, yes, I 
am in love. | Aſide. 


Bet, Beſides Money, Plate, and Jewels. | 

Sir Tim. I'll marry her out of hand, LAſide.] Alas, 
| cou'd even weep too; but *tis in vain. Well, Nephew, 
you may be gone now; for *tis not neceſſary. you ſhou'd 
be ſeen here, d'ye fee, [ Puſping him out. 

Wild. Youſee, Sir, now, what Heaven has done for 
me; and you haye often told me, Sir, when that was , 
kind you wou'd be ſo. Thoſe Writings, Sir, by which 
you were ſo good to make me Heir of all your Eſtate, 
you ſaid you wou'd put into my poſſeſſion, whene'er 1 
made it appear to you I could live without em, or bring 
joua Wite of Fortune home. 

Sir Tim. And I will keep my word; it is time enough, 

[Putting him out, 

Wild. I have, tis true, been wicked; but I ſhall now 
turn from my evil ways, eſtabliſh my ſelf in the relj- 
gious City, and enter into the Aſſociation. There want 
but theſe ſame Writings, Sir, and your good Character of 
me, 

Sir Tim. Thou ſhalt have both, all in good time, 
Man: Go, go thy ways, and I'll warrant thee for a good 
Character, go. | | 

Wild. Ay, Sir, but the Writings, becauſe I told her, 
Sir, I was your Heir; nay, forc'd to ſwear too, before \_ 
ſhe wou'd believe me. 1 

Sir Tim. Alas, alas! how ſhreudly thou wert put to't! 

Wild, I told her too, you'd buy a Patent for me; 
for nothing woos a City-Fortune like the hopes of a | 
Ladyſnip. | | 
Sir Jim. I'm glad of that; that I can ſettle on her | U 

| 
| 
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preſently, LA ſide. 
Wild. 
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Wild. You may pleaſe to hint ſomething to her of my 
godly Life and Converſation 5 that I frequent Conyenj. 
cles, and am drunk no where but at your true Proteſtaut 
Conſults and Clubs, and the like, | tt 
Sir Tim. Nay, if theſe will pleaſe her; I have her for 
certain. ¶ Aſide.] Go, go, fear not my good word. 
Vid. But the Writings, Sir *h 11 
Sir Tim, Am I a Jew, a Turk? Thou ſhalt haveany t 
thing, now I find thee a Lad of Parts, and one that ca ſo, 
provide ſo well for thy Uncle. (4 Wl N* 
[ats him out, and addreſſes himſelf to the Lad). * 
Mid. Wou'd they were hang'd that truſt yon, that this 
have but the art of Legerdemain, and ean open the Japan- ſan 
Cabinet in your Bed-chamber, where L know: thoſe Wii. that 


- 
- 


- tings are kept. Death, What a: diſappointments here beg 
J wou'd ha* (worn this Sham had paſt upon him. [A/ of 
But, Sir, ſhall I have the Writings now? nan 
Sir Tim, What not gone yet! for ſhame, away; cant I 
thou diſttuſt thy own natural Uncle? Hie, away, Tum, nou 
away. ' © EDONy 371 cCtiy Lobo #1 Men n ks his 

Wild. A Plague upon. your damn'd D ſimulation, for | 
that never failing Badge of all your Party, there's always $1 
miſchief at the bottom on't; I know ye al; and Fo this 
tune be the Word. When next I ſee you; Uncle, i Wi br 
ſhall coſt you dearer. | | [Exit Oak 

£ Enter Jervice. | D 
Jer. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, Supper's almoſt over, true, 
and you are askt for. a Hon 
Sir Tim. They know I never ſup; 1 ſball come time I V be 
enough to bid em welcome. Exit. Jer. Sit 
Dia. 1 keep you, Sir, from Supper, and beiter Com- 0 
any. 42184 | 0, 
b Sir Tim. Lady, were I a Guton, I coud be fatisfy\d Bi d 
with feeding on thoſe two bright ſtarry Eyes. Dur 1 
Dia. You are a Courtier, Sir; we City. Maids do ſe“ Di 
dom hear ſuch Language; in which you ſhew your kind: Sir 
neſs to your Nephew, more than your thoughts of whit bad, 
my Beauty merits, | | he is 
Sir Tim. Lord, Lord, how innocent ſhe is! LA. forth 


My Nephew, Madam ? yes, yes, I cannot chuſe but be Heavy 
wondrous kind upon bis ſcore. Dia. 


— R CT. —— 


Sir Timothy Treat- all. 2cg 
Dia. Nay, he has often told me, you were the beſt of 
Uacles, and he deſerves your goqqneſs, ſo hopeful a 


young Gentleman, 


Sir Tim, Wou'd I cou'd ſee't. 1 [Aſide. 
Dia. So modeſt. | | 
Sir Tim, Yes, ask my Maids. LAſide. 


Dia. So civil. 
Sir Tim. Yes, to my Neighbours Wives. [ Aſide.] But 
ſo, Madam, 1 find by this high Commendation of my 
Nephew, your Ladyſhip has a very flender opinion of 
your devoted Servant the while: or elſe, Madam, with 
this not diſagreeable Face and Shape of mine, fix thou- 
ſind Pound a year, and other Virtues and Commodities 
that ſhall be nameleſs, I ſee no reafon why I ſhou'd not 
beget an Heir of my own Body, had 1 the helping hand 
of a certain victorious Perſon in the World, that ſhall be. 
nameleſs, [ Bowing and ſmirking, 
Dia, Meaning me, I am ſure; if I ſhou'd marry him 
now, and diſappoint my dear Inconſtant with an Heir of 
his own begetting, twou'd be a moſt wicked Revenge 
for paſt Kirdneſſes. LAſide. 
Sir Tm, I know your Ladyſhip is fludying now who 
this victorious Perſon ſhou'd be, whom I dare not name: 
but let it ſuffice, ſhe is, Madam, within a Mile of an 
Oak, 
Dia, No, Sir, I was conſidering, if what you ſay be 

tue, 3 

| How unadviſedly I have lov'd your Nephew, 

Who ſwore to me he was to be your Heir, 

Sir Tim, My Heir, Madam! am I fo viſibly old to be 
lo d:ſperate ? | | 

No, I'm in my years of deſires and diſcretion, 

and I have thoughts, durſt I but utter em; 

Dut modeſ}ly ſay, Mum 
Dia, 1 took him for the hopefulleſt Gentleman 
Sir Tim, Let him hope on, ſo will 1; and yet Ma- 

da, in conſideration of your Love to him, and becauſe 

he is my Nephew, young, handſome, witty, and fo, 
forth, Lam content to be ſo much a Parent to him, as it 

Heayen pleaſe, — to ſe him fairly hang'd. 


Dia. 
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Dia. How, Sir ! 3 | . 
Sir Tim. He has deſerv'd it, Madam: Firſt, for lam- 
pooning the Reverend Ciſy with its noble Government, 
with the Right Honourable Gown-men ; libelling ſome 
for Feaſting, and ſome for Faſting, {ome for Cuckolgz, 
and ſome for Cuckold-makers; charging us with all the w 
ſeven deadly Sins, the Sins of our Fore-fathers, adding 
even ſcore more to the number; the Sins of Forty One 
reviv'd again in Eighty One, with Additions and Amend. ſu 
ments; for which, tho the Writings were drawn, by of 
which I made him my whole Executor, I will difinhert 
him, Secondly, Madam, he deferves hanging for ſe. 


ducing,” and molt feloniouſly bearing away a young City: Be 
Heireſs, | 

Dia. Undone, undone ! Oh, with what Face can I te. Fa 
turn again ! H 
What Man of Wealth or Reputation, now thi 
Will think me worth the owning ! [ Fergns to wech. m. 

Sir Tim. Yes, yes, Madam, there are honeſt, diſcreet, Ais 
religious, and true Proteſtant Knights in the City, that un 
wou'd be proud to dignify and diſtinguiſh ſo worthy a ba 
Gentlewoman, [ Bowing and ſmiling. | 


Bet. Look to your hits, and take fortune by the fore- i 
lock, Madam. | [Aſide 
Alas, Madam, no Knight, and poor too! Wo 
Sir Tim. As a Tory Poet. | 
Bet. Well, Madam, take Comfort ; if the worſt come the 


to the worſt, you have Eſtate enough for both. har 
Dia. Ay, Betty, were he but honeſt, Betty. i off 
[Mee ding, 

Sir Tim, Honeſt! I thir k he will not ſteal; but for his 
Body, the Lord have mercy upon'r, for he has none. Th 
Dia. *Tis evident, I am betray'd, abus'd; _ 
H'as lookt and ſigh'd, and talkt away my Heart; paſ 
Was ſworn, and vow'd, and flatter'd me to ruin. 
| | | [ Weeping. dan 
Sir Tim. A ſmall fault with bim; he has flatter'd and r09 
ſworn me out of many a fair Thouſand : why he bas no | tt 
more Conſcience than a Politician, nor no more Truti 85 


than a Narrative (under the Roſe.) 


Dia. 
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Dia. Is there no Truth nor Honeſty i'th' World? 

Sir Tim, Troth, very little, and that lies all 7th". City 
amongſt us ſober Magiſtrates. | 

Dia. Were 1 a Man, how wou'd I be reveng'd ! 

Sir Tim. Your Lady ſnip might do it better as you are, 
were I worthy to adyiſe you. NY 

Dia. Name it. | 8 

Sir Tim. Why by marrying your Lady ſhip's moſt aſ- 
ſur'd Friend, 880 moſt humble Servant, Timothy Treat. all 
of Lond:n, Alderman. | Bow1ngs 

Bet. Ay this is ſomething, Miſtreſs 3 here's Reaſon. 

Dia. But J have given my Faith and Troth to Wilding, 
Betty, | 

Sir Tim, Faith and Troth! We ſtand upon neither 
Faith nor Troth in the City, Lady. I have known an 
Heireſs married and bedded, and yet with the Advice of 
the wiſer Magiſtrates, has been unmarried and confum- 
mated anew with another, ſo it ſtands with our Intereſt ; - 
is Law by Magna Charta. Nay, had you married my 
ungracious Nephew, we might by this our Magna Charia 
have hang'd him for a Rape. ; 

Dia. What, tho he had my Confent ? 

Sir Tim, That's nothing, he had not ours. 

Dia. Then ſh6u'd 1 marry you by ſtealth, the Danger 
wou'd be the ſame. | WS 

Sir Tim, No, no, Madam, we never accuſe one ano- 
ther z *tis the poor Rogues, the Tory Raſcals we always 
bang. Let 'em accuſe me if they pleaſe z alas, I come 
off hand · ſmooth with Igor amis: 

Enter Jervice, a 

Jer. Sir, there's ſuch a calling for your Worſhip! 
They are all very merry, the Glafles go briskly about. 

Sir, Tim. Go, go, VII come when all the Healths are 
paſt ; I love no Healths, 

Jer. They are all over, Sir, and the Ladies are for 
dancing; ſo they are all adjourning from the Dining- 
oom hither, as more commedious for that Exerciſe. 
| think they're coming, Sir. 

Sir Tim, Hah, coming! Call Sen ſure to wait on the 
Lady to her Apartment—And, Madam, | do moſt — 
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ly recommend my moſt humble Addreſs to your moſt jy. 
dicious Conſideration, hoping you will moſt vigorouſ 
and with all your might, maintain the Rights and Priyi. 
lezes of the Honourable City; and not ſuffer the Force 
or Perſuaſion of any Arbitrary Lover whatſoever, to ſub- 
vert their antient and Fundamental Laws, by ſeducing and 
forcibly bearing away fo rich and illuſtrious a Lady; and, 
Madam, we will unanimouſly ſtand be you with our Lives 
and Fortunes, This 1 learnt from a Speech at the Elec, 
tion of a Burgeſs. | | [4 fire, 
[Leads her to the Door: She goes out with Betty 
| and Senſure. 
Enter Muſick playing, Sir Anthony Meriwill dan ing 
with a Lady in his Hand, Sir Charles with . 
Galliard, 1 other Women and dien. 


Sir Auth. l inging. .]Philander was a jolly Swain, 
And loud by ev'ry Laſs; 
Whom when he met upon the hw 
276 laid upon the Graf. 


And here he kiſt, and I he 1 
Mich this, and then the Vother, 
Till every wanton {miling Maid 

N At taſt became a Mother, 


And to her Swain, and to her Swain, 


The Nymph begins to yield 3 
Rule, aud breathe, then to't again, 
Thou” t Maſter of the Field, 
(Clapging; Sir Chart on che back. 


Sit Char. And if 1 keep it not, ſay Tm a Coward, 
Uncle. 

Sir Ant h. More Wine there, Boys, T'il keep the Hu- 
mour up. Unter Bottles and Glaſſes. 

Sir Tim, How | young Meriwill fo cloſe to the Wi- 
dow | 
Madam— .. 


[ Addreſſing bim{elf 40 her, Sir Char, puts him 25 
t 
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Sir Char. Sir Timothy, Why, what a Pox doſt thou 
bring that damn'd puritanical, ſchiſmatical, fabatical, 
small · be er · Face of ine into good Company? Give him a 
fall Glals to the Widow's Health. 

Sir Tim. O lack, Sir Charles, no Healths for me, 1 
8 Char. Hark ye, leave that cozening, canting, 
ſr ctify' d Sneer of yours, and drink ve me 1 ke a ſober 
loyal Magiſtrate, all thoſe Healths you are behind, from 
his facred Majeſty, whom God long preſerye, with the 
eſt of the Royal Family, even down to this wicked Wi- 
dow, whom Heaven ſoon convert for her leud deſigns 
upon my R ere Sir Tim. to kneel. 

Sir Anth. h rare Boy ! he ſhall have all my Eſtate. 

Sir Tim. How, the Widow a leud defign upon his 
Body! Nay, then 1 am jealous, _ [ Aſides 

L. Gal. I a leud deligy upon your Body for What, 
I wonder ? © pg 

Sir Char, Why, * villa nous Matrimony, 

L. Gal. Who, 1? 

Sir Char. Who, vou! yes you. 

Why are thoſe Eyes dreſt in inviting Love? 
Thoſe ſoft bewitching Smiles, thoſe | riſing Breaſts, 

And all thoſe Charms which make you 0 adorable, 

lt not to draw Fools into Matrimony ? | 

Sir Anth. How's that, how's that! Charles at his 
Adorables and Charms! He muſt have t'other Health, 
he'll fall to his old Dog-trot again elſe, Come, come, 
every man his Glaſs Sir Timothy you are ſix behind; 
Come, come, Fo PSA name em all, 

[Each take 4 Glaſi, and force Sir Tim. on his Knees, 

Sir Char, Not bate ye an Ace, Sir, Come, has 
Majzſty's Health, and Confuſion to his Enemies. 

-[They go to force his Mouth open to drink, 
Sir Tim. Hold, Sir, hold, if I muſt drink, 1 muſt; 
but this is very arbicray, methinks, 


[Drinks 

Sir Auth. And now, Sir, to the Royal Duke of Al- 

tany, Muſick, playa Scotch Jig, [ Muſick plays, they drink, 
Sir Tim, This is mere Tyranny, 

Enter 
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1 „ Enter, Jervi cs. "TIP; 
For, Sir, there is alighted at the Gate a Perſon of Quali 
as appears by his Train, o give him the Title of a Lord 
Sir Tim, How, a ſtrange Lord! Conduct him up 
with Ceremony, Jervice——'Ods ſo, he's here! 
Enter Wilding in diſguiſe, Dreſſwel, and Footmen and 
Pages. 
Wild. Sir, by your Reverend Aſpect, you ſhou'd be the 
renown'd Maitre de Hotel, _ n 
Sir Tim, Mater de Orell! ] have not the Honour 0 


know any of that Name, I am call'd Sir Timethy Trea;- 8 
all. | e e de I [ Bowny, 
Wild. The ſame, Sir; I have been bred abroad, and Cot 
thought all Perſons of Qualicy had ſpoke French. Wh 
Sir Tim. Not City Perſons of Quality, my Lord, f 
Wild, I'm glad on't, Sir; for *tis a Nation I hate, a 
indeed I do all Monarchies, L 
Sir Tim. Hum! hate Monarchy | Your Lordſhip is WM dan 
moſt welcome. "I © + | Bows, Si 
Wild, Unleſs Elective Monarchies, which ſo reſemble Har! 
a Commonwealth. „ not 


Sir Tim. Right, my Lord; where every Man may hope com 
to take his turn Your Lord ſhip is moſt ſingularly wel. du 
come. OE Bous low, 

Mild. And tho I am a Sanger to your Perſon, I am 
not to your Fame, amongſt the ſober Party of the Amſer- 
damians, all che French Hugonots throughout Geneva; 
even toHungary and Poland, Fame's Trumpet ſounds your 
Praiſe, making the Pope to fear, the reſt admire you. 

Sir Tim. I'm much oblig'd to the renowned Mobile, 

Wild. So you will ſay, when you ſhall hear my Embaſſy, 
The Polanders by ye ſalute you, Sir, and have in the next 
new Election, prick'd ye down for their ſucceeding King, 

Sir Tim. How, my Lord, prick'd me down for King ! 
Why this is wonderful! Prick'd me, unworthy me down 
for a King! How cou'd I metit this amazing Glory 

Wild. They know, he that can be ſo great a Patriot to 
his Native Country, where but a private Perſon, what 
mult he be when Power is on his fide ? 


Sir Tim. 


— —ů— — — 
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vir Tim. Ay, my Lord, my Country, my bleeding 
country! there's the ſtop to all my riſing Greatneſs, 
Shall 1 be ſo ungrateful to diſappoint: this big expecting 
Nation ? defeat the ſober Party, and my Neighbours, 
for any Poliſh Crown? But yet, my Lord, I will conſider 
on't: Mean time my Houle is yours. | 
Wild, I've brought you, Sir, the Meafyre of the Crown: 
Ha, it fits you to a Hair, | 
[ Pulls out a Ribband, meaſures his Head, 
You were by Heav'n and Nature fram'd that Monarch. 
Sir Anth. Hab, at it again! 
[Sir Charles making ſober Love. 
Come, we grow dull, Charles; where ſtands the Glafs ? 


What balk my Lady Galliard's Health! [They go to drink. 


Wild, Hab, Gatiliard—and ſo ſweet on Meriwill! 
LAſide. 

L. Gal. If it be your buſineſs, Sir, to drink, FIl wich- 
draw. 

Sir Char. Gad, and I'll withdraw with you, Widow. 
Hark ye, Lady Galliard, I am damnably afraid you can - 
not bear Liquor well, you are fo forward to leave good 
Company and a Bottle. 

Sir Tim, Well, Gentlemen, ſince I have done what I 
never do, to oblige you, 1 hope you will not refuſe a 
Health of my Denomination, p 

Sir Anth. We ſcorn to be ſo uncivil. 

{ All take the Glaſſes. 

Sir Tim, Why then here's a conceal'd Health that ſhall 
be nameleſs, to his Grace the King of Poland. 

Sir Char, King of Poland { Lord, Lord, how your 
Thoughts ramble ! 

Sir Tim, Not ſo far as you imagine; I know what I 
a, Sir. 

dir Char. Away with it. [Drink all. 

Wild. 1 ſee, Sir, you till keep up that Engliſh Hoſpita- 
ity that ſo renowned our Anceſtors in Hiſtory. 

[ Looking on T. Gal. 


and Children. 


Sir Tim. 


dir Tim, Ay, my Lord, my noble Gueſts are my Wife 


Wild. Are you not married then? Death, ſhe ſmiles 
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Sie Tim. 1 had a- Wife, but reſt her Soul, ſhe's des . 
and I have no Plague left now but an ungracious Nephey, Dat 
perverted with ill Cuſtoms, Tantivy Opinions, ad de 
,Court- Notions. ! | D 
- Wild, Cannoi your pious Examples convert him? Dig 
By Heaven, ſhe's fond of him Af, W 
Sir Tim. Alas, I have try'd all ways, fair and foul + Vizai 
nay, had ſettled t'other Day my whole Eſtate upon him may, 
and juſt as I had ſign'd the Writings, out comes me my 
damn'd'Libel, calbd, 4 Warning ro all good Chrifia Wi 
againſt the City- Magiſtrates 5 and 1 doubt he had a Hans WM. * 
in Abſalom: and Achitophel, a Rogue. But ſome of ou WI” 
ſober Party have claw'd him home, i' faith, and given for m 
him Rhyme for his Reaſon. | + 


Wild. Moſt viſibly in Love ! Oh, Sir, Nature, Lays 
and Religion plead for ſo near a Kinſman, _ 
Sir Tim, Laws and Religion! Alas, my Lord, he de. 
ſerves not the Name of a Patriot, who does not for the 
publick Good, defy all Laws and Religion. 
Mild. Death, I muſt interrupt 'em —Sir, pray what 
Lady's that? [ Wild. ſalutes her. 
Sir Tim, I beſeech your Lordſhip know her, *tis ny 
Lady Galliard; the reſt are all my Friends and Neis. 
bours, true Proteſtants all Well, my Lord, how dd 
you like my Method of doing the buſineſs of the Nation, 
and carrying on the Cauſe with Wine, Women, and lo 
forth ? | | 
Id. High Feeding and ſmart Drinking, gains more 
to the Party, than your ſmart Preaching, 
Sir Tim. Your Lordſhip has hit it right : A rare Mantis: 
Vid. But come, Sir, leave ſerious Affairs, and obig 
theſe fair ones. x 
{ Addreſſes himſelf to Galliard, Sir Charles puts him by 
Enter Chailot di/ſguiſed, Clacket and Foppington. 
Char. Heavens, Clacker, yondet's my Falſe one, nd 
that my lovely Rivali Pointing io Wild. ard L. 0! 
Enter Diana and Senſure ma:ik'd, and Betty. 
Dian. Dear Mrs. Senſure, this Favour has oblig'd me. 
Sen. 1 hope you'll not diſcover it to his Worſag 
Madam, | 


Will 


A 
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id. By her Mien, this ſhou'd be handſome—{ Goes to 
Diana] Madam, I hope you have not made a Reſolution 
to deny me the Honour of your Hand. . 
Dian, Ha, Wilding! 
Diſguiſe. 46 ef 2 
Wild. Hah, Diana! wou'd *twere Felony to wear. a 
Vizard, Gad, I'd rather meet it on the King's High- 
may, with ſtand and deliver, than thus encounter it on 
the Face of an old Miſtreſs 3 and the Cheat were more 
cuſable— But how— . [Talks aſide with her. 
Sir Char, Nay, never ffown nor chide: For thus do I 
intend to ſhew my Authority, till J have made thee only fit 
ſor me. 275 | 185 
Wild. Is't ſo, my precious Uncle ? Are you fo great a 
Devil in Hypocriſy s Thus had I been ſerv'd, had 1 
rought him the right Woman. [Aſide. 
Dian, But do not think, dear Tommy, I won'd have 
ſeryd thee ſo; married thy Uncle, and have cozen d thee 
f thy Birth· right —But ſee we're obſery'd. — 
Charlot liſtening behind him all this while, 
Char, By all that's good *tis he! that Voice is his! 
[He going from Dian, turns upon Charlot, and looks, 
Vid, Hab, what pretty Creature's this, that has ſo 
uch of Charlot in. her Face? But ſure ſhe durſt not ven- 
re ; tis not her Dreſs nor Mien, Dear pretty Stranger, 
muſt dance with you. 
Char, Gued deed, and ſee ye ſhall, | Sir, gen you 
leaſe, Tho? I's not dance, Sir, I'll tell ya that noo. 
id. Nor I, ſo we're well matcht, By Heaven, ſhe's 
"we ondrous like her. os | 
car. By th? Maſs not fo kind, Sir: Twere gued that 
ne of us ſhou'd dance to guid the other weel. 
%% How young, how innocent and free ſhe is! 
” "Wd wou'd jou, fair one, be guided by me? 
and 0047. In any thing that gued is, ET 1 
Gil . d. 1 love you extremely, and wou'd teach you to 
Char. Ah, wele aday ? [Sighs and (miles. 
id, A thing 1 know you do not underſtand. 


Love can diſcoyer thee. thro all 


Vo 1. II. bes - Sir Cl ar, 
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Eyes inſpired it. l „ 
| deed, and ſo 1 have! Ya men make 


Char. Gued 
mickle ado about ens Eyes, ways me, I's ene tird a 
Bick be Cemplenients, n an 


ald. Ab, if you give us wounds, we. muſt comp To f 
Char. Ya may ene keep out a harms way then. The 
Wild. Oh, we cannot; or if we cou'd, we woudu l, 
Char. Marry and I's have a Song tol that tune, Sir, 2 
Hild. Dear Creatute, let me beg it. wy 
: Char, Gued faith, ya Tall not, Sir, T's ſing wii d 
entireaty. 1 | 17 
| As v 
way SONG. But 1 
JF 3 8 oo * | fickle 
46 Jenny, gen your Eyes do kill, One 
Ton l let me tell my Pain; | Deck 
Sued Faith, I lov'd againſt my Will, And | 
Bat wad not break my Chain Com 
Tence was call'd a bonny Lad, Daſh 

Till that fair Face of yours | 
Betray d the Freedom ence 1 had, | L. 
And ad my bleether Howers. yours 
EMT 1 | Wi 
But noo ways me like Winter looks, as 
My gloomy ſhowering Eyne, Of th 
And on the Banks of 22 Brooks By H 
Tpaſ my wearied time. b 0 Hab's 
I call the Stream that gleedeth on, Whe 
7 To witneſs if it ſee, For h 
On all the flowry Brink along, Loose 
A Swain ſo true as Tees That 
Wild, This very Swain am I, fo true and ſo foro “ 
leſs ye pity me:>—This is an excellency Chariot gl all 
at leaſt I never heard her ſing. [MV 
Sir Anth, Why Charles, where ſtands the Wo burn 
Charles? {Fop. comes up to Che. 


Wild. 1 muſt ſpeak to Galliard, tho all my Fon 
1 bo 
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depend on the Diſcoyery.of my ſelf. _ I [Afide. 
Sir Auth, Come, come, a cooling Glaſs about. 

Wild. Dear Dreſſwell, entertain Charles Meriwill a lit- 
le, whilſt 1 ſpeak to Galliard. oY WR 
{The Men go all to the drinking Table, 
By Heaven, I die, I languiſh for a Word! 
Madam, I hope you have not made a Vow 
To ſpeak with none but that young Cavalier. 
They ſay, theFreedom Engliſh Ladies uſe, 
Is, as their Beauty, great. | N 
L. Gal. Sir, we are none of thoſe of ſo nice and deli- 
cue a Virtue, as Converſation can corrupt; we live in a 
cold Ci mate . | 5 
Wild. And think you're not ſo apt to be in Lore, 
As where the Sun ſhines oftner. | 
But you too much partake of the Ioconſtancy of your 
fickle Climate. LMaliciouſiy to, her. 
One day all Sun-ſhine, and th' encourag'd Lover 
Decks himſelf up in glittering Robes of Hope; 
And in the midſt of al their, boaſted Finery 
Comes a dark Cloud acroſs his Miſtreſs' Brow, © 
Daſhes the Fool, and ſpoils the gaudy Show. gs, 
xa. Gal. obſerving him nearly. 
L. Gal, Hah, do I not know that railing Tongue of 
ours ? 
Wild. Tis from your Guilt, not Judgment then, 
| was reſoly'd to be to night a Witnels 
Of that (worn Love you flatter d me ſo often with, 
By Heaven, I ſaw you playing with my Rival, 
Sgh'd, and lookt Babies in his gloating Eyes, 
When is the Aſſignation? When the Hours? 
for he's impatient as the raging Sea, 
Looſe as the, Winds, and amorous as the Sun, 
That kiſſes all the Beauties of the Spring. 
L. Gal. I take him for a ſober Perſon, Sir, 
Hild. Have Lbeenthe Companion of his Riots 
la all the leud courſe of our early Youth, 
Mbbere like unwearied Bees we gather'd Flowers ? 
oa bur no kind Bloſſom could oblige our ſtay, 
ve rifled and were gone. 
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And I wou'd do't with Modeſty and Silence: 


hut we both love, and who ſhall blab the Secret? 
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L. Gal. Your Virtues perceiye are pret 2 
Only his Love's the banale o'th' 58 * * i 
Mild. Honeſter! that is, he wou'd owe his good Fo: 
tune to the Parſon of the Pariſh ; | 
And 1 would be oblig'd to you alone, | 
He wou'd have a Licence to boaſt he lies with you, 


For Virtue's but a Name kept from Scandal, 
Which the moſt baſe of Women beſt preſerve, 
Since Jilting and Hypocriſy cheat the World beſt. 


. | In a {oft Thy 
L. Gal, Oh, why were all the Charms of ſpeaking vie 


To that falſe Tongue that makes no better uſe of em! 
I hear no more of your inchanting Reaſons, 
Wild, You muſt. 
L. Gal. I will not. 
Mild. Indeed you muſt. 
L. Gal. By all the Powers above. 
Wild. By all the Powers of Love you'll break your O: 
unleſs you ſwear this Night to let me ſee you. 
L. Gal. This Night. 
Wild. This very Night. 
T. Gal. I'd die firſt At what Hour ? 
[k kirſt turns away, then ſighs and looks on hin 
Mild. Oh, name it; and if I fail [With 
L. Gal. I wou'd not for the World 
Wild. That 1 ſhou'd fail! 5 
L. Gal. Not name the guilty Hour. 
Mild. Then I thro eager haſte ſhall come too ſoot, 
And do your Honour wrong. 
L. Gal. My Honour ! Oh that Word ! 
Wild, Which the Devil was in me for — 
dt Twelve. a 
L. Gal. My Women and my Servants then are up 
Wild. At One, or Two. 
L. Gal. So late! twill be ſo quickly Day 
Wild. Ay, ſo it will; 
That half our Buſineſs will be left unfiniſnt. 
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L. Gal. Hah, what do you mean? what Buſineſs ? 
1i1d, A thouſand tender things I have to ſay; 
\ thouſand Vows of my eternal Love; a 
ad now and then we'll kiſs and 
L. Gal. Be extremely honeſt. . 
ad. As you can win. 
wiſh, 1 were undone. Aide. 
ud. The Sign Fg 
I. Gal, Oh, preſs me not——yet you may come at 
lanight under my Chamber- Window. 

[Sir Char, ſees em ſo cloſe, comes to em. 
Sir Char. Hold, Sir, hold! Whilſt I am liſtning to the 
lation of your French Fortifications, Outworks, and 
oun:erſcarps, I perceive the Enemy in my Quarters 
ly Lord, by your leave. [Puts him by, growing drunk, 
Char. Perſuade me not; I burſt with Jealouſy, 

k [ Wild, turns, ſees Clacket. 

Wild Death and the Devil, Clacket ! then 'tis Charlot, 
nd I'm diſcover'd to her. | 
Cbar. Say, are you not a falſe diſſembling thing? 
| [To Wild. in anger. 


neliſh ! | 

This *tis to practiſe Art in ſpite of Nature. 

las, thy Vertue, Youth, and Innocence, 

ere never made for Cunning, 

found ye out thro all your forc'd diſguiſe, 

Char, Hah, did you know me then? a 


Ind talkt to yonder Lady in revenge, 

nom my Uncle would have me marry, But to avoid 

| Diſcourſes of that nature, I came to Night in this Diſ- 

ue you ſee, to be conceal'd from her; that's all. 

Charl, And is that all, on Honour? Is it, D ear? 

Hild. What, no Belief, no Faith in villanous Women ? 

| Charl. Yes, when I (ee the Writings, : 

Hild. Go home, I die if you ſhou'd be diſcoyer'd : 

ad credit me, I'll bring you all you ask. | 
K 3 __ Cllacket, 


th 
vp 


I. Gal. Rather as I command: for ſhou'd he know my 


Hild. What, my little Northern Laſs tranſlated into 


Wild. At the firſt glance, and found you knew me too, 
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Clacket, you and I muſt have an old Reckoning aboy 
this Night's Jant of yours. [ Aſide to Clacks, 
Sir Tm. Well, my Lord, how do you like our Englj 
Beauties? 2 > th 
Wild. Extremely, Sir; and was preſſing this youy 
Lady to give us a Song. 1 
N Here is an Italian Song in two Par 
Sir Tim. I never ſaw this Lady before: pray who may 
ſhe be, Neighbour ? : I [To Clacks, 
Mrs. Clack. A Niece of mine, newly come out of 
Scotland, Sir. 70 
Sir Tim, Nay, then ſhe dances by nature. Gentlemen 
and Ladies, pleaſe you to fit, here's a young Neighboy 
of mine will honour us with a Dance. 
wk They all ſit: Charl. and Fop. dans 
So, ſo; very well, very well. Gentlemen and Ladies, 
I am for Liberty of Conſcience, and Moderation. Thete' 
a Banquet waits the Ladies, and my Cellars are open to 
the Men; but for my ſelf, I muſt retire 3 firſt waiting 
on your Lordſhip to ſhew you your Apartment, thenleaye 
you to cher entire: and to morrow, my Lord, you and 
I will ſettle the Nation, and will reſolye an what retun 
we wil make to the noble Polpnders. 
Exeunt all but Wild, Dreſ. and Fop. Sir Chatles 
| leading out Lady Galliard, 
Sir Anth, Well ſaid Charles, thou leav'ſt her not till ſhe' 
thy own, Boy—And Philander was a jolly Stain, Kc, 
| [Exit fonging, 
Wild. All things fucceed above my Wiſh, dear Fraxk; 
Fortune is kind; and more, Galliard is ſo; 
This night crowns all my Wiſhes. 
Laboir, are all things ready for our purpoſe ? 
| T To his Foot man. 
Lab. Dark Lanthorns, Piſtols, Habits and Vizors, St 
Fop. I have provided Portmantles to carry off the Treas 
ſure. | | 
Dreſ. I perceive you are reſoly'd to make a thorol- 
ſtiicht Robbery owt. „ 
Fop, Faith, if ir lie in our way, Sir, we had as goa 


ven. 
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enture 4 Caper under the Triple-Tree for one as well as 
other. | 1 4 guns | 
mid. We muſt conſider'on't, *Tis now juſt ſtruck e- 
ten; within this Hour is the dear Aſſignation with Gals 
rd, = , | : Y | 

Dreſ. What, whether our Affairs be. finiſh'd or not? 

wild, Tis but at next Door; 1 ſhall return time e- 
jough ſor that trivial Buſineſs: 32 in, 

Dre/. A trivial Buſineſs of ſome fix thouſand pound a 
ear ? ther N | 
ad. Trivial to a Woman, Frank: no more; Labair, 

jou feign to be drunk, and lie on the Hall-table ; and 

len [ give the ſign, let me ſofily in, 
Dreſ. Death, Sir, will you venture at ſuch a time? 
111d, My Life and future Hope I am reſoly'd, 

et Politicians plot, let Rogues go on ED * © 

n the old beaten Path of Forty one 
EL: City-Knaves delight in Mutiny, 
The Rabble bow to old Presbytery ; 

et petty States be to confuſion hurP'd, DE: 

e me but Woman, I' deſpiſe the World. TExeunz* 


: 


; 


+ 


4er, ZE 
Dreſſing-Room. 


8 


ady Galliard is diſcoverd in an Undreſs at her Table, 
Glaſe, and Toilette, Cloſer attending: As ſoon as the 
Scene draws off, ſhe riſes from the Table as diſturbed 


and out of Humour, 


L. Cal. Ome, leave your everlaſting Chamber - maid's 

Chat, your dull Road of Slandering by rote, 

nd lay that Paint aſide. Thou art fuller of falſe News, 
than an unlicens'd Mercur. I 

Clo. 1 have good Proof, Madam, of what I ſay. 

L. Gal, Proof of a thing impoſſible — Away. 

Cloſ. Is it a thing fo impoflible, Madam, that a Man 

K 4 of 
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of Mr, Wilding's Parts and Perſon ſhould get a City. 
reſs? Such a bonne Mien, and ſuch a TED Wi = 
IL. Gal. Hold thy fluent Tattle, thou haſt Tongue 
enough to talk an Oyſter- Woman deaf: I ſay it canng 
be—What means the panting of my troubled Heart! 
Oh my preſaging Fears! ſhou'd what ſhe ſays prove my 
How wretched and hoy loſt a thing am 1 A. 
Cioſ. Your Honour may ſay your Pleaſure; but! hops 
] have not I'd to iheſe Years to be impertinent=—Ng 
Madam, I am none of thoſe that run up and down the 
Town a Story-hunting, and a Lye-catching, and— 
L. Gal. Eternal Ratile, peace | 
| Mrs. Charlot Gett-all go away with Wilding ! 
l A Man of Wilding's extravagant Life F200 
3 Get a Fortune in the City ! 7 
Ihou mightſt as well have told me, a Holder-forth were 
married to a Nun: 
+ There are not two ſuch Contraries in Nature, 
1 "Tis flam, *tis foolery, tis moſt impoſſible. 
5 Cloſ. I beg your Ladyſhip's Pardon, it my Diſcourſe 
offend you; but all the World knows Mrs. Clacket to be 
. a perſon 3 
| L. Gal. Who is a moſt devout Baud, a preciſe Procurer; 
' a Saint in the Spirit, and Whore in the Fleſh ; a Doer 
1 the Devil's Work in God's Name. Is ſhe your Informer! 
| nay, then the Lye's undoubted—I ſay once more, adone 
with your idle Tiitle-Tatile, — and to divert me, bid Beit) 
{ing the Song which Wilding made to his laſt Miſtreſs; we 
8 may judge by that, What little Haunts, and what low 
[ Game he follows. This is not like the Deſcription of a 
i rich Citizen's Daughter and Heir, but ſome common Hack 
1 ney of the Suburbs. . 
Cloſ. 1 have heard him often ſwear ſhe was a Genile- 
woman, and liv'd with her Friends, 
I. Gal, Like enough, there are many of theſe Gentle 
YN women who live with their Friends, as rank Proftitutes, 
| as errant Jilts, as thoſe who make open profeſſion of the 
| Trade =——almoſt as mercenary— hut come, the 


| jl Song. Enter Betty, 
| s ON 
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SONG. 


In Phillis all vile Filts are met, 
Fooliſh, uncertain, falſe, Coquet. 
Love is her conſtant welcome Gueſt, 
And ſtill the neweſt pleaſes beſt. 
Quickly ſhe likes, then leaves as ſoon , 
Her Life on Woman's a Lampoon, 


Yet for the Plague of human Race, 

This Devil has an Angel's Face; 

Such Youth, ſuch Sweetneſs in her Look, 
Who can be Man, and not be took? 

What former Love, what Wit, whas Art, 
Can ſave a poor inclinipg Heart? 


In vain a thouſand Times an hour 
Reaſon rebels againſt her Power, 
In vain 1 rail, I curſe her Charms; 
One Look my feeble Rage diſarms. 
There is Inchantment in her Eyes; 

| Who ſees em, can no more be wiſe, < 


Enter Wilding, who runs to embrace L. Gal, 
Wild, Twelve was the lucky Minute when we met: 
loſt charming of your Sex, and wiſeſt of all Widows, 
ly Life, my Soul, my Heaven to come, and here! 


ome, let me fold you, preſs you in my Arms, 
Ind kiſs you Thanks for this dear happy Night. 


m. 


Iis moſt unſeaſonable 
bring a Heart full fraight wizh eager Hopes, 
Vppreſt with a vaſt Load of longing Love 

et me unlade me in that ſoft white Boſom, 

bat Storehouſe of rich Joys and laſting Pleaſures, 
d lay me down as on a Bed of Lillies. 
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low Lhaye liv'd to purpoſe, ſince at laſt—Oh killing Joy? 
L Gal. You may ſpare your Thanks, Sir, for thoſe 
bat will deſerve *em ; 1 ſhall give ye no occafion for 


Wild. Nay, no fcruples now, deareſt of Dears, no more, 
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| 3 {She breaks from hin we- 
L. Gal. You're wondrous full of Love and Rapp 
. Sir; but certainly you miſtake the Perſon you addtef 
I] em to. | 1 ea be | 


| Wild, Why, are you not my Lady Galliard, that ven I. 
| Lady Galliard, who, if one may take her Word fort a: 
| | loves Milding? Am I not come hither by your own / 
[| pointment; and can I have any other Buſineſs here at dil :; 
1 time of night, but Love, and Rapture, and be 
{| I. Gal. Scandalous and vain! by my Appointmen i ver 
If and for fo leud a'purpoſe ! guard me ye good Angels, Wiich a 
| If after an Affront ſo groſs as this, Fell, 1 

I ever ſuffer you to ſee me more, cho! 

n Then think me what your Carriage calls me, Wild, 
Fs An impudent, an open Pioſtitute, ents, 
14 Loſt to all ſenſe of Virtue, or of Honour, am b 
Wild, What can this mean ? SSC [47 

Oh, now I underſtand the Myſtery. ¶ Looking on Cloſe: four m 

Her Woman's here, that troubleſome piece of Train, . G. 

I muſt remove her. Hark ye, Mrs. Cloſer, 1 C/ 

forgot to tell you, as 1 came up I heard a Kinſman ofſe6iate! 

yours very earneſt with the Servants below, and in greats ls. 

| haſte to ſpeak with you, | zis'd | 

Clo. A Kinſman? that's very likely indeed, and at i !ol 

time of night. | | ) muc 

Wild. Yes, a very near Kinſman, he ſaid he was you. Ga 

Father's: own Mother's Uncle's Siſter's Son; what d. 

Te 

Cloſ. Ay, what dye call him indeed? I ſhou'd be g. 

to hear his Name. Alas, Sir, I have no near Relation ious. 

K living that I. know of, the more's my Misfortune, poorumon 
Wl helpleſs Orphan that I am. ee ba be 
Wild. Nay, but Mrs. Cloſet, pray take me right, to de 
. This Countryman of yours, as I was ſaying L. Gai 
Mt I. Gal. Chang'd already from a Kinſman to a Cout- not | 
5 tryman ! a plain Contriyance to get my Woman out n vc 
5 the Room. Cloſer, as you value my Service, ſtir nag te 5 
1" from hence, | 3 pay Or 
wild, This Countryman of yours, I ſay, being 1; an 

Executor by your-Father's laſt Will and Teſtament, WE Liars 


come 


ur Lady; know your Cue and retire, 
Cloſ, How, Sir! 


ch a taking way with you— But 1 forgot my ſelf. 
ſel, your moſt obedient Servant; whenever you've 
ahvn, Sir, be pleas'd to uſe me freely. 
Hild. Nay, dear Impertinence, no more 3 
nts, you fee Pm buſy n prichee be gone, Jou ſee: 
am buy. 

Cloſ, I'm all Obedience to you, 85—— 
Our molt Obediento Emmons 

L. Cal. Whither are you fisking and. gegn naw 2 
Gf Madam, I am going down, and will return im- 
diaely, immediately. [Exit Cloſ. 
Hild. So, ſhe's gone; Heaven and broad Gold be 
118 0 > the Deliverance. And now, dear Widow, 
s loſe no more p recious time; we have fool'd A 
much already. | 
L. Gal. This to me ? 
ad. To you, yes, tor whom elſe ſhould it hes un- 
being tenfible you have not Diſcretion enough to ma - 
Fe your own Afﬀai.s your ſelf, you reſolyve like other 
dows, with. all your Worth to buy a Governou, 
amonly ca'l'd a Husband. I took ye to be wiſer , but 
that be your Deſign, 1 ſhall do my beſt to ſerve vo¹.— 
to deal freely with you — ') 
L. Gal, Trouble not your ſelf; Sir, to make Excuſes ;. 


* vou! a Rakeſhame, who have not Eſteem enough 
ne Sex to believe your Mother honeſt without 
my or Credit, without Land either in preſent or proſe. 
ot ; 2nd half a dozen hungry Vices, lice ſo many bau- 


as at your Back, perpetually cra ting, and more: 
chargeabls 
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e Dull Waiting · woman, I. wou'd be alone with. 


Wild. Learn, 1 ſay, to underſtand Reaſon when you hear 
Leave us awhile; 5 Love is not a Gime for thee to 
15 at. [ [Gives her Mony. 
C/. 1 muſt own to al the World, you have convinc'd 
e; I ask a thouſand Pardons for my Dulneſs. Well, 
| be gone, I'll run; you're a moſt powerful. Perſon, 
e very Spirit of Perſuaſion I'll ſteal out Tou have 


not ſo fond of the Offer to take you at your Word, * 
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cbargeable to keep than twice the number of Children 


Beſides, I think you are provided for; are you not mat 8 
ried to Mrs. Charlot Get- all? Leit W 
Wild. Married to her! Do I know her, you ſhou'd x; Be 
| ther ask. What Fool has forg'd this unlikely Lye ? hy | 
ſuppoſe it were true, cou'd you be jealous of a Woman no 
marry? Do you take me for ſuch an Aſs, to ſuſpe& the 
ſhall love my own Wife? On the other fide, I baye 2 | 
great Charge of Vices; as you well obſerve, and I nu | 
not be ſo barbarous to let em ſtarve. * Every body in thi £1 
Age takes care to provide for their Vices, tho they ſend 4h 
their Children a begging; 1 ſhou'd be worſe than an Ink Yo 
del to negle& them. No, I muſt marry ſome ſtiff ay; ] 
ward thing or other with an ugly Face, and a handſom Ef 
tate, that's certain: but whoever is ordain'd to make m Or 
Fortune, *tis you only can make me happy Come, di Yo 
it then. . Ha 
I. Gal. I never will. — Th 
Mild. Unkindly ſaid, you muſt, | All 
L. Gal. Unreaſonable Man! becauſe you fee But 
1 have unuſual Regards for you, | Th 
Pleaſure to hear, and Trouble to deny you; Th 
A fatal yielding in my Nature toward you, If « 
Love bends my Soul that way | | } 
A Weakneſs I ne'er felt in any other; | Of 
And wou'd you be ſo baſe? and cou'd you have the Heat WW De: 
To take th' advantage on't to ruin me, pre: 
To make me infamous, deſpis d, loath'd, pointed at? ] 
Wild; You reaſon falſe, ' Iſu 
According to the ſtricteſt Rules of Honour, For 
Beauty ſhould ſtill be the Reward of Love, 6 A |: 
Not the vile Merchandize of Fortune, ] ca 
Or the cheap Drug of a Church-Ceremony, Beli 
She's only infamous, who to her Bed _ Aly 
For Intereſt takes ſome nauſeous Clown ſhe hates ; f 
And tho a Jointure or a Vow in publick 4 Dul 
Be her Price, that makes her but the dearer Whor 3 
L. Gal. I underſtand not theſe new Morals. Thi 
ild. Have Patience I ſay, tis clear: Anc 


All the Deſires of mutual Love are virtuous, 


— 2 
88 


— 


r 
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Can Heav'n or Man be angry that you pleaſe 
Your ſelf, and me, when it does wrong to none ? 

Why rave you then on things that ne*er can be? 
Beſides, are we not alone, and private ? who can know it? 

L. Gal, Heaven will know it; and I—that, that's e- 
nough : but when you are weary of me, firſt your Friend, 
then his, then all the World, 

Wild. Think not that time will eyer come. 

L. Gal. Oh, it muſt, it will, | 
- Wild. Or if it ſhould, could I be ſuch a Villain 
Ah cruel ! if you love me as you ſay, 

You wou'd not thus diſtruſt me. 

L. Gal. You do me wrong, I love you more than e'er 

my Tongue, 
Or all the Actions of my Life can tell you—ſo well 
Your very Faults, how groſs ſoe er to me, 
Have ſomething pleaſing in em. To me you're all 
That Man can praiſe, or Woman can deſire ; 
All Charm without, and all Deſert within. 
But yet my Virtue is more lovely ſtill ; _ 
That is a Price too high to pay for you; 
The Love of Angels may be bought too dear, 
If we beſtow on them what's kept for Heaven. 

Wild, Hell and the Devil! I'll hear no more 
Of this religious Stuff, this godly Nonſenſe. | 
Death, Madam, do you bring me into your Chamber to 
preach Virtue to me ? 

L. Gal. I bring you hither ! how can you ſay it? 

1 ſuffer'd you'indeedto come, but not 

For the baſe end you fancy'd, but to take | 

A laſt Leave of you. Let my Heart break with Love, 
] cannot be that wretched thing you'd have me ; 
Believe I till ſhall have a Kindneſs for you, 

Always your Friend, your Miſtreſs now no more. 

Wild, Cozen'd, abus'd, ſhe loves ſome other Man! 
Dull Blockhead, not to find it out before! - [ Aſide, 
Well, Madam, may I at laſt believe 
This is your fix d and final Reſolution? 

And does your Tongue now truly ſpeak your Heart, 
That has ſo long bely d it ? | 
| | L. Gal, 
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L. Gal. It does. [ 
| Wild. I'm glad on't. Good Night; and when T yigk 
iv you again, may you again thus fool me. [Offers to 90. 
us L. Gal. Stay but a Moment. | 
11 Wild. For what? to praiſe your Night dreſs, or make 
Court to your little Dog? No, no, Madam, ſend for Mr. 
Flamfull, and Mr. Flutterbuz, Mr,,Lap-fool and Mr, 
Toveall; they'll do it better, and are more at leifure, 
L. Gal. Hear me a little: You know I both deſpiſe, - 
and hate thoſe civil Coxcombs, as much as I eſteem and 
love you. But why will you be gone ſo ſoon? and why 
are ye ſo cruel to urge me thus to part either with your 
E Opinion or your Kindneſs? I wou'd fain keep em 
th. "1 [ina ſoft Tone, 
Wild, Then keep your Word, Madam. | 
L. Gal. My Word! and have I promis'd then to be 
A Whore ?- A Whore! Oh let me think of that 1 hz 
A Man's Convenience, his leifare Hours, his Bed of Eaſe 
To loll and tumble on at idle times; | { 
The Slave, the Hackney of his lawlefs Luſt ! 
A loath'd Extinguiſher of filthy Flames, 
Made uſe of, and thrown by Oh infamous 
Wild. Come, come, you love me not, I fee it plain; 
That makes your Scruples; that, that's the Reaſon 
You ſtart at Words, and turn away from Shadows. 
Already ſome pert Fop, ſome Ribbon Foo], 
Some dancing Coxcomb, has ſupplanted me 
In that unſteady treacherous Woman's Heart of yours. 
L. Gal. Believe it if you will. Yes, let me be falſe, 
unjuſt, ungrateful, anything but a—Whore— _ 
Wild, Oh, Sex on purpoſe form'd to plague Mankind! 
All that you are, and all you do's a Lye, 
Falſe ate your Faces, falſe your floating Hearts; 
Falſe are your Quarrels, falſe your Reconcilements: 
Enemies without Reaſon, and dear without Kindnels ; 
Your Friendſhips falfe, but much more falſe your Love; 
Your damn'd deceitful Love is alt o'er falſe; | 
L. Gal. Falſe rather are the Joys you are ſo fond of. 
Be wife, and ceaſe, Sir, to purſue em farther, 
Wild. No, them I can never quit, but you moſt eaſily : 
A Woman changeable and falſe as you. L. Gab 
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I. Gal. Said you moſt eaſily? Oh, inhuman ! 
Your cruel Words have wak'd 2 diſmal Thought; 3 
] feel *em cold and heavy at my Heart, 
and Weakneſs ſleals upon my Soul apace ; 
1 find I muſt be wiſer able. 
1 wou'd not be thought falſe. 
un a ſoft Tone, coming near 1. 
Wild. New wow'd I think you ſo ; give me not Cauſe. 
L. Gal. What Heart can bear diſtruſt from what it loves ? 
Or who can always her own Wiſh deny: . Aſide. 
My Reaſon's weary of unequal Strife; Tt 
And Love and Nature will at laſt o ercome. 
Do you not a 1 love you? 
[To him in a ſoft Tone, 
Wild. How can I, while you ſtill remain unkind ! 
L, Gal, How ſhall 1 ſpeak my guilty Thoughts ? 
I haye not Power to part with 200] 3 conceal my Shame, 
doubt 
| cannot, I fear I ſhow'd not any more deny you. 
Hild. Oh heavenly Sound! Oh charming Creature! 
Speak that Word again, agen, agen! for ever let me 
hear it. 
L. Gal. But did you-not indeed ? and will you neyer, 
never love Mrs. Charlot, never? 
Wild, Never, never. 
L Gal, Turn your Face away, and give me leave 
Jo hide my riſing Bluſhes: I cannot look on you, 
[ 4s cbes laſt Speech is ſpeaking, (he ſinks into hs 
Arms by degrees, | | 
But you muſt undo me if you will 
once 1 no other way my Truth can prove, 
— lou ſhall ſee I love. 
Puy my Weakneſs, and admire my Love. 
Held. All Heaven is mine, I have it in my Arms, 
Nor can ill Fortune reach me any more, 
Fate, I defy thee, and dull World, adieu. 
In Love's kind Fever let me ever lie, 
Drunk with Deſire, and raving mad with Joy. 
[Exennt into the Bed chamber, Wud. leading 


her with his Arms abeut her. 
SCEN E 
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SCENE Changes. 


Enter Sir Charles Meriwill and Sir Anthony, Sir Chatles 


drunk. | 
Sir Anth, A Dog, a Rogue, to leave her! 


Sir Char, Why, look ye, Uncle, what wou'd you haye 


a Man do? I brought her to her Coach 

Sir Anth, To her Coach! to her Coach! Did not 1 
put her into your Hand, follow'd you out, wink'd, 
ſmil'd and nodded;  cry'd bye Charles, bye Rogue; 
which was as much as to ſay, Go home with her Charles 
home to her Chamber, Charles; nay, as much as to ſay, 
Home to her Bed, Charles; nay, as much as to ſay 
Hum, hum, a Rogue, a Dog, and yet to be modeſt too! 
That I ſhou'd bring thee up with no more Fear of God be- 
fore thy Eyes ! | | 

Sir Char. Nay, dear Uncle, don't break my Heart 
now ! Why 1 did proffer, and preſs, and ſwear, and 
ly'd, and but a pox on her, ſhe has the damn dt 
wheedling way with her, as dear Charles, nay prithee, 
fie, tis late, to morrow, my Honour, which if you loy'd 
you wou'd preſerye ; and ſuch obliging Reaſons. 

Sir Anth. Reaſons! Reaſon! a Lover, and talk of 
Reaſon ! You lye, Sirrah, you Iye. Leave a Woman 
for Reaſon, when you were ſo finely drunk too, a Raſcal! 

Sir Char, Why look ye, d'ye ſee, Uncle, I durſt not 
truſt my ſelf alone with her in this pickle, leſt I ſhou'd 
ha” fallen foul on her, 2 

Sir Anth, Why there's it; 'tis that you ſhou'd have 
done; Iam miſtaken if ſhe be not one of thoſe Ladies 
that love to be raviſht of a Kindneſs, Why, your willing 
Rape is all the Faſhion, Charles. \ 

Sir Char. But hark ye, Uncle, 2 

Sir Anth. Why how now, Jack-ſauc& what, capitulate? 

Sir Char. Why do but hear me, Uncigg- Lord, you're 
ſo haſty ! Why look ye, I am as ready d'ye fee, as any 


Man on theſe Occaſions, "Pp" 

Sir Ant. Are you fo, Sir? and II make you willing, 
or try Toledo with you, Sir——Why, what, I ſhal 
have you whining when ye are ſober again, trayerling 

your | 


heart, 
Cloſ, 
With he 


or He 
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your Chamber with Arms acroſs, railing on Love and 


Women, and at laſt defeated, turn whipping Tom, to re- 


yenge-your ſelf on the whole Sex. 


dir Char, My dear Uncle, come kiſs me and be 


friends ; I. will be rul'd. , [ Kiſſes him. 

Sir Anth, —A moſt admirable good-natur'd Boy this! 
Aide] Well then, dear Charles, know, I have brought 
thee now hither to the Widow's Houſe, with a Reſolu- 
ton to have thee order matters ſo, as before thou quitſt 
her, ſhe ſhall be thy own, Boy. 
Sir Char, Gad, Uncle, thou'rt a Cherubin ! Intro- 
duce me, d'ye ſee, and if 1 do not ſo woo the Widow, 
and ſo do the Widow, that e'er morning ſhe ſhall be 
content to take me for better for worſe Renounce 
me! Egad I'jl make her know the Lord God from Tom 
Bell, before I have done with her. Nay, backt by my 
noble Uncle, I'll venture on her, had ſhe all Cupid's Ar- 
rows, Venus's Beauty, and Meſſalina's Fire, d'ye fee. 

Sir Anih, A fweet Boy, a very ſweet Boy! Hum, 


thou art damnable handſome to Night, Charles. fy, 


thou wilt do't; I fee a kind of reſiſtleſs Leudneſs about 
bee, a moſt triumphant Impudence, looſe and wanton, 
[Stands looking on him, 
Enter Cloſet, | | 

Clo/. Heavens, Gentlemen, what makes you here at 
this time of Night ? 

Sir Char. Where's your Lady? 

Cloſ. Softly, dear Sir. | 

dir Char. Why is ſhe aſleep ? Come, come, I'll wake 
her. Lofer to force in as to the Bed-chamber, 


Cio/, Hold, hold, Sir; No, no, ſhe's a little buſy, Sir, 


wo Char. I'll have no Buſineſs done to Night, Sweet- 

eat, | 2 
Cloſ. Hold, hold, I beſeech you, Sir, her Mother's 

Fith her; 

Por Heaven's ſake, Sir, be gone. 

Sir Char, I'll not budge. 

dir Anth. No not a Foot. 

Clo. The City you know, Sir, is ſo cenſorious —— 

Sir Char. Damn the City, | | 


dir 42th, All the Whigs, Charles, all the Whigs. 
: Sir Char, 
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Sir Char. In ſhort, I am reſoly'd, d'ye ſee, to po tg 
the Widow's Chamber, #4 
Sir 4nth. Harkye, Mrs. Cloſet, I thought I had entire. 
ly engag*d you this Evening | 
Cloſ. 1 am perfectly yours, Sir; but how it happens ſo, 
her Mother being there Vet if you would withdraw 
for half an hour, into my Chamber, till ſhe were gone 
Sir Anth. This is the Reaſon, Charles. Here, here's 
two Pieces to buy thee a Gorget. [Gives her Money, 
Sir Char. And here's my two, becauſe thou art induſ- 
trious. Gives her Money, and goes out with her. 
Enter Lady Galliard in rage, held by Wilding. 
L. Gal. What have I done ? Ah, whither ſhall 1 fly? 
| | Weeps, 
L Wild, Why all theſe Tears? Ab, why this 0 7 
ſion? 3 
L. Gal. Undone, undone! Unhand me falſe, for- 
ſworn ; | e | 
Be gone, and let me rage till J am dead. 
What ſhou'd 1 do with guilty Life about me? 
Wild. Why, where's the harm of what we two haye 
done? 1 
L. Gal. Ah, leave m. 
Leave me alone to ſigh to flying Winds, 
That the Infection may be born aloft, 
And reach no human Ear. 
Mild. Ceaſe, lovely Charmer, ceaſe to wound me 
more. 3 
L. Gal. Shall I ſurvive this Shame? No, if 1 do, 
Eternal Bluſhes dwell upon my Cheeks, 
To teil the World my Crime. | 
>—— Miſchief and Hell, what Devil did poſſeſs me? 
Wild, It was no Devil, but a Deity ; 
A'little gay wing'd God, harmleſs and innocent, 
Young as Deſire, wanton as Summer - breezes, 
Soft as thy Smiles, reſiſtleſs as thy Eyes. 
IL Gal, Ah, what malicious God, 
Sworn Enemy to feeble Womankind, | 
Taught thee the Art of Conqueſt with thy Tongye ? 
Thy falſe deluding Eyes were ſurely made 


And 
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Wi 
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of Stars that rule our Sex's Deſtiny: 
And all thy Charms were by Inchantment wrought, 
That firſt undo the heedleſs Gazers on, 
Then ſhew their natural Deformity. 

Had. Ab, my Galliard, am! grown ugly then? 
Has my increaſe of Paſſion leſſen d yours? 


me, 
And then upbraideft the Wretchedneſs thou'ſt made. 
ab, Foo), eternal Fool! to know wy r 
Yet venture on ſo evident a Ruin. ; 
Wild, Say. what one Grace is faded? 
s not thy Face as fair, thy Eyes as killing? 
Br Heaven, much more! This charming change of Looks 
Raiſes my Flame, and makes me wiſh Binvoke 
The harmleſs God again. Embraces her. 
L. Gal. By Heaven, not all thy Art 
Shall draw me to the tempting Sin again. 
Wild. Oh, I muſt, or die. 
L Gal. By all the Powers, by 
Wi/d, Oh, do not ſwear, leſt Love ſnhou'd take it ill 
That Honour ſhou'd- pretend to give him Laws, 
ind make an Oath more powerful than his Godhead,. 
—— Say that you will half a Jong Hour hence 
L Gal. Hah! 
Wild. Or fay a tedious Hour. 
L. Gal. Death, never 
Wild, Or if you——-promiſe me then to morrow, 
L Gal, No, hear my Vows, 


Wild Hold, ſee me die; if you reſolve * em fatal to 


My Love, by Hesven PII do't. 
[Lays his Hand on his Sword. 
L. Gal. Ah, what ——— 
Wild, Revoke that fatal Never then. 
L. Gal. I dare not. i 
Wild. Oh, ſay you will. 
L. Gal. Alas, I dare not utter it. 
Wild. Let's in, and thou ſhalt whiſper it into my Boſom 5 


Orſighing, look it io me with thy Eyes. 
L. Gal, 


[na ſoft Tone. 
L. Gal, Peace, Tempter, Peace, who artfully betrayeſt 
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L. Gal. Ah, Wildinge—— [Ab. 
Wild, It toucht my Soul! Repeat that Sigh again, 

L. Gal. Ah, I confeſs I am but feeble Woman, 

| EAA | Lean on bim. 

Sir Char. Good Miſtreſs Keep-door, ſtand by: for! 
muſt enter. II ̃ i Char. withou,, 

L. Gal. Hah, young MeriwilPs Voice! 

Cloſ. Pray, Sir Charles, let me go and give my Lady 
notice. [ She enters and goes to Wild. 
For Heaven's ſake, Sir, withdraw, or my Lady's 
Honours loſt. | 

Wild. What will you have me do? [To Galliard, 

L. Gal. Be gone, or you will ruine me for ever. 

' (In diſorder, 


Wild. Nay, then I will obey. 

L. Gal, Here, down the back - ſtaĩrs _—_ ‚ 
As you have Honour, go and cheriſh mine. [ Pulling him, 
He's gone, and now methinks the ſhivering Fit of 
Honour is return'd. | | 

Enter Sir Charles, rudely puſhing Cloſet aſide with 


Sir Anthony. 


Sir Char. Deny'd an entrance! nay, then there is a | 


Rival in the Caſe, or ſo ; and I'm reſolv'd to diſcoyer 
the Helliſh Plot, d'ye ſee. | 

[ Juſt as he enters drunk at one Door, Wild. return! 

at the other, | | 

L Gal, Ha, Wilding return'd ! Shield me ye Shades of 
Night, [ Puts out the Candle, and goes to Wild, 

Will, The Back-Stairs Door is lockt. 

L. Gal. Oh, I am loſt! curſe on this fatal Night! 
Art thou reſolv'd on my undoing every way ? 

Cloſ. Nay, now we're by dark, let me alone to guide 
you, Sir, | [To Wild, 
Sir Char, What, what, all in darkneſs? Do you make 


Wild, I wou'd not be ſurpriz'd. | 
As Cloſet takes him to lead him out, he takes out his 
Sword, and by dark puſhes by Sir Charles, and 0 

| 9 


' | 
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moſt) overthrows Sir Anth. at which they both draw, 
whilſt he goes out with Cloſet, 1 „? 
Sir Char. Hah, Gad *rwas a Spark — What, vaniſnt! 
9b — f } 
Sir Anth, Nay, nay, Sir, I am for ye, 
Sir Char, Are you fo, Sir? and I am for the Widow, 
dir 11 2 : 
b [ Juſt as they are paſſing at each other, Cloſet 
enters with a Candle. % 

Hah, why what have we here? — my nown Fleſh and 
Blood * | [ Embracing his Uncle. 
sir Anth, Cry mercy, Sir! Pray how fell we out? 

Sir Char. Out, Sir! Prithee where's my Rival? wheres 
the Spark, the———Gad, I took thee for an errant Rival: 


Where is he? 5 0 [ Searching about, 
L. Gal. Whom ſeek ye, Sir, a Man, and in my Lodg- 
ings ? ; An rily. 


Clo. A Man! Merciful, what will this ſcandalous ying 
World come to? Here's no Man, 

Sir Char, Away, I ſay, thou damn'd Domeſtick In- 
telligence, that comeſt out every half hour with ſome 
freſh Sham— No Man !—W hat, twas an Appointment 
only, hum,—which I ſhall now make bold to unappoint, 
render null, void, and of none effect. And if I find him 
here, [Searches about] 1 ſhall very civilly and accidentally, 
x it were, being in perfect friendſhip with him pray 
mark that run him thro the Lungs, 

; L. Gal. Oh, what a Coward's Guilt! what mean you, 
ir? n 

Sir Char, Mean ! why I am obſtinately bent to raviſh 
thee, thou hypocritical Widow, make thee mine by force, 
that ſo I may have no obligation to thee, and conſequently 
uſe thee ſcurvily with a good Conſcience, © 

Sir Anth, A moſt delicate Boy! l' warrant him as 
leud as the beſt of em, God grant him Life and Health, 

[ Aſide, 

L. Gal, Tis late, and I entreat your abſence, Sir: 
Theſe are my Hours of Prayer, which this unſeaſonable 
Viſit has diſturb'd. - 

Sir Char, Prayer! no more of that, Sweetheart; for 
( me tell you, your Prayers ate heard. A Widow of 

| your 
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your Youth and Complexion can be praying for nothing 
ſo late, but a good Husband; and ſee, Heaven has («; 
him juſt f in the crit—critical minute, to ſupply pour Oe 
caſions. 

Sir Ant h. A-Wag,: an arch Wag; he'll learn to mile 
Lampoons preſenmily. I'll not give Sixpence from him 
tho to the poor of the Pariſh, 

Sir Char, Come, Widow, let's to Bed, 

{ Pulls ber, ſhe is angry, 

L. Cal. Hold, Sir, you drive the Jeſt too lars 
And I am in no bumour now for Mirth. 

Sir Char, Jeſt: Gad ye lye, I was never in more es. 
neſt in all my Life, a 

Sir Anth. He's in a heavenly humour, thanks to good 101 


Wine, * Conntel, and good Company. +. 
[(c Getting nearer the Door fil. my 

I. Cal. What mean you, Sir? what can my Woman 1 
chink to ſee me treated thus? 5 
Sir Char. Well thought on 1 Nay, we Il do things de. alor 
cently, d'ye fee—— ' L 


Therefore, thou ſometimes neceſſary Utenſil, withdray, 
[Gives ber. to Sir Auth. of 
Sir Ant h. Ay, ay, let me alone to teach her her Duy, WM poſi 
{Puſhes her out, and goes u ſpoi 


L. Gal, Stay, Cloſet, I command ye. all 
bat baye you ſeen in me ſhou'd move you to thi 
rudeneſs ? Ii Sir Chat Si 


Sir Char. No frowning z for by this dear Night, ig 1)! t 
Charity, care of your Reputation, Widow 3 and there 

tore I amy refoly*d no body - ſhall lie with you but my ſel * 
You have dangerous Waſps huzzing about your Hi: Ind 
Widow——mark that. (Se flings from bim.) NI it in 
no parting but upon terms, which in ſhort, d'ye ſee, a Hold 


theſe: Down on your Knees, and ſwear me heartily, 


Gad ſhall judge your Soul, d' ye ſee, to marry me to mo Sir 


row. | I. 
I. Gal. To morrow! On, 1 bave urgent buſinel Sir 
then, ' 9 


Sir Char, So have J. Nay Gad, an you be for 1M to mo 


neareſt way to the Wood, the ſober diſcreet way of. lo! 
| | ing 
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ag, Jam ſorry for you, look ye. [He begins to undreſs, 
L. Gal. Hold, Sir, what mean you? 
Sir Char. Only to go to Bed, that's all. 
still undreſſing. 


| * Gal. Hold, - hold, Or I'll call Out, . 


Sir Char. Ay, do, call up a Jury of your Female 
Neighbours, they'il be for me, d'ye ſee, bring in the Bill 
1;noramus, tho Lam no very true blue Proteſtant neither; 
therefore diſpatch, or | 

L Gal. Hold, are you mad? I cannot promiſe you to 
nigbt. N | 
Sir Char. Well, well, Fil be content with Performance 
then to night, and truſt you for your Promiſe till to mor- 
row. | | ; 
Sir Anth. peeping] Ah, Rogue! by George, he out-does 
my Expectations of him. | | 

L. Gal. What Impoſition's this! 1'll call for help. 

Sir Char. You need not, you'll do my buſineſs better 


done. I Pulls her. 


L. Gal. What ſhall I do? how ſhall I ſend bim hence? 


' [Afide. 

Sir Anth. He ſhall neer drink ſmall Beer more, that's 

poſitive z 1˙11 burn all's Books too, they have help'd to 

ſpoil him; and ſick or well, ſound or unſound, Drinking 
all be his Diet, and Whoring his Study. 

Sir Char, Come, come, no pauſing ; your Promiſe, or 


Ill to Bed. {Offers ro pull off his Breeches, having pul- 


led off almoſt all the reſtof his Clothes. 

L. Gal. What ſhall I do ? here is no Witneſs near: 

And to be rid of him I'll promiſe him; he'll have forgot 

it in his ſober Paſſion, | LAſide. 
Hold, I do ſwear 1 will— 


[ He fſumbling to unds his Breeches. 


Sir Char, What? 
L. Gal. Marry you. 
Sir Char, When ? | 
L. Gal. Nay, that's too much Hold, hold, I will 
to morrow——Now you are fatisf;*d, you will withdraw? 
Enter Sir Ant. and Cloſet, 


Sir Auth. 


% 
3 2—2— vu——. 
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There's one ſure way to fix a Widow's Heart. [Exit 
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Sir Ant h. Charles, Joy, Charles, give you To 
two ſubſtantial Wimefles. ; 5 Ar Joy, ben 

Cloſe. I deny it, Sir; I heard no ſuch thing. 

Sir Auth, What, what, Mrs. Cloſer, a Waiting. wo. 
man of Honour, and flinch from her Evidence! G2 
I'll damn thy Soul if thou dar'ſt {wear what thou ſay l. 

L. Gal. How, upon the Catch, Sir! am I betray'4? 
Baſe and unkind, is this your humble Love? Its 
Is all your whining come to this falſe Man ! 
By Heaven, I'll be revenge. | 

[She goes out ina Rage with Cloſ, 

Sir Char, Nay, Gad, you're caught, ſtruggle and flour 
der as you pleaſe, Sweetheart, you'll but intangle more; 
let me alone to tickle your Gills, i'faith, 

[ Looking after ber 
— Uncle, get ye home about your Buſineſs; 1 bope 
you'll give me the good morrow, as becomes me 
ſay no more, a Word to the W iſe 23 

Sir Anth. By George, thou'rt a brave Fellow; why, 
did not think it had been in thee, Man. Well adieu; Il 
give thee ſuch a good morrow, Charles — the Devil's 
in him! Bye Charles. plaguy Rogue !—night 
Boy———a divine Youth ! | | 

Going and returning, is not able to leave him, 

Sir Char. Gad, I'll not leave her now, till ſhe is mine; 
Then keep her ſo by conſtant Conſummation. le 
Let Man o God do his, Il do my Part, | | 
In ſpite of all her Fickleneſs and Art; 
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ACT V. SCENE. I 
Sir Timothy*s Houſe. 


ner Dreſſwell, Foppington, and five or ſix more diſgui- 
ſed with Vizards and dark Lanthorns. 


. Not yet! a plague of this damn'd Widow: The 
Devil ow'd him an unlucky Caſt, and has 

own it him to night. 2 : 

Enter Wild. in Rapture and Foy. 

Hah, dear Tom, art thou come ? 

Wild, I ſaw how at her length ſhe lay! 

(aw her riſing Boſom bare! 

F1p. A Pox of her riſing Boſom ! My dear, let's dreſs 

nd about our Buſineſs, 

id. Her looſe thin Robes, thro which appear 

Shape deſign'd for Love and Play ! 

Dreſ. Sheart, Sir, is this a time for Rapture ? "tis al- 

l day. 

2 Ah, Frank, ſuch a. dear Night! 

Dreſ. A Pox of Nights, Sir, think of this and the Day 


come: which 1 perceive you were too well employ'd 
d remember. 


Wild, The Day to come ! 
kath, who cou'd be ſo dull in ſuch dear Joys, 
othink of Time to come, or ought beyond em 
u had I not been interrupted by Charles Meriwill, who 
ting drunk, had Courage enough to venture on an un- 
ey Viſit, I'd no more power of returning, than com. 
ting Treaſon : But that conjugal Lover, who will needs 
my Cuckold, made me then give him way, that he 
git give it me another time, and ſo unſeen 1 got off. 
come my Diſguiſe. [ Dreſſes. 
Avi ſtill and buſh, as if Nature meant to fayour 
beſian. | | 
Wild. 'Tis well: and hark ye, my Friends, Il] pre- 
be ye no Bovnds, nor Moderation; for 1 have conſi- 


ich if we modeſily take nothing but the Writings, 
Vo I. II. L "twill 


xi. 
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t will be eaſy to ſuſpect the Thief, 


Fop, Right; and ſince *tis for ſecuring our urNegks i Dre 
lawful Prize Sirrab, leave the Portmant oo 
[s Ereunt as pin wt Houſ ind b 

_ a ſmall. time, 15 

40 


Enter Jervice undre ſi'd, crying out, purſud by . ſome 
the Thieves, (Ce, 
* Murder, Murder! Thieves, Murder! pier 
Enter Wilding with h1s Sw ord draun. 
Wild, A plague upon his Throat; ſet a Gag in's Mou 

and bind him, tho be be my Uncle” 5 chief Pimp o 
| [ They bind and 84g hin 

Enter Dreſſwell. 

Dref. Well, we have bound all within hearing | in the 


Cir 7 
ea C 
it y 
Wild 


1— 


9 eber they cou'd alarm their Fellows by erying out. dir 1 
zid, Tis well; come, follow me, like a. kind Mid en 
gbr Ghoſt, I will conduct ye to the rich buried Heap ſon 
Ns Door leads to my Uncle? 8 Apartment; 3 I bon eacl d al 
tecret Nook where any Treaſure is, 0 492 
All go in, leaving Jervice heund on hy Star 7 eit 
Euter Senſure running half untreſs'd as from Sir Tim Wid, 
thy's Chamber, with his Velvet. Coat on her Shoulders" 7? 
Sen. Help, help ! Murder! Murder $ Holi 
[Dreſ. Lab. and others pur ſue hr on N 

Dreſ. What have we here, a Female bolted from M 
Alderman's Bed ? Holding a Lanthorn to tis f Je. 
Sen. Ah mercy, Sir, alas, 1 am a Virgin. dir Tj 
Dre{, A Virgin Gad and that may be, for any 8 reat 
Miracles the old Gentleman can do. ae 
- Sen, Do! alas, Sir, I am none of the Wicked, andar 
Dreſ. That's weil The ſanctify'd Jilt profeſſes I . 
nocence, yet has the Badge of ber Gccup ation about M en 
Neck. [Pulls off the Cn eld 
Sen. Ah Misfortune, 1 lady miſtook his V oritip * 
Coat for my Gown. 4 little Book drops auf of her Ba 16 
Dreſ. What have we here? A Sermon preacht ! — 
Richard Baxter, Divine. Gad a mercy, Sweetheart, ” © Tis 
art a hope fu Member of the true Proteſtant Cauſe. 4m 
Sen. Alack, how the Saints may be ſcandaliz'd ! Ning 
went but to rack his Ire up, = 


Dy 
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Dre/. And comment upon the Text a little, which 


ppoſe may be, increaſe and nnn gag, and 


ind her. [Exe Dre 
$9, Hold, hold, 1 un wich Child 1. . 


Lab. Then you'll 80 near to 1 of a bade oe 


ace, 
per Wild. Fop. and Mo leading in Sir Timo is) 


his Night-gown- and Night-Cap. \ 
dir Tims Gentlemen, why Gentlemen, I befoech 50 
2 a Conſcience in what you do, and wave” a feeling in 
n you go about—Piry my Age. WT 


Wild, Damn'd beggarly ö 6 - and needleſs Pf 


— SS: 14 


Se Tim. Oh ſearſul But, Genclewen; what is yo” 


ſign ? is it a general Maſſacre, pray? or am l the 
ron aim'd at as a Sacrifice for the Nation ? I know, 
all the. World knows, how many Plots have been 
d againſt my (elf, both by Men, Women and Childrens 
edabolical Emiſfaries of the 127% 
d. How, Sirrah 117 ! [ Blercely, he ſtarts, 
5 Pim, Nay, Gentlemen, not but I love and honour! 
Holineſs with all my Soul; and if his Grace did but 
ow what I've done for him, d'ye ſe. : 
Fp. You done for the Pope, Sirrah! Why 15755 
te you done for the Pope ? f 
Si Jim. Why, Sir, an' t like ye, I have done — ve 
great Service, very great Service z for 1 bave been, 
e ſee in a mall Tryaf 1 had, the cauſe aad'dccaſion bf 
alidating the Evidence to that degree, that I fuppoſe no 
Tin Chriſtendows willrever hawe the Impudence to be- 
ent heteafter, ſhou'd they [wear againſt his Holineſs 
hall the Conclave of Cardinals. 
il. Aud yet you plot on fill,” cabal, treat, and keep 
1 Pabauch, for all the Nenegado- Tories and old Com- 
weanhmen to carry on the: good Cauſe, | 
bir Tn RI as: what ſipnifies that't! You know Gentle- 
5 that Thave*ſuch a flange and 'patura! Agility in 
ng 1 _— whip abour yet, and-leayve*emalt in 
lurch. 


Nad. Tis very likely” ; but at this time we ſhall not 


L 2 take 
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take your Word ſor tba Tt. 
Sir Iim. Bloody-minded Men, are you reſoly'd to a 
ſaſſinate me then? | 
Wild. You trifle, Sir, and know our Buſineſs bete, 
than to think we come to take your Life, which wou 
not advantage a Dog, much leſs any Party or Perſon 


Come, come, your Keys, your Keys. o 
Fop. Ay, ay, diſcover, diſcover your Mony, Sir, you. co: 
ready 3 N „„ gu. 
Sie Im Mony, Sir! good lack is that all ? Sm doe 
en em.] Why what a Beaſt was 1, not knowing of pon ff 
Coming, to put out all my Mony laſt Week to Alderman * 
Drau tooth? Alack, alack, what ſhift ſhall I make nom we 
to accommodate you ?———But if you pleaſe to com or 
again to morrow —— | Xs h Poor 
#9. A ſhamming Rogue ; che right Sneer and Grin dee 
a diſſembling Whig. Come, come, deliver, Sir; nll 


: Aloud and threatnin 
Sir Tim. Hold, I beſeech you, Gentlemen, not { 
Joud; for there is a Lord, a moſt conſiderable Perſon 
and a Stranger, bonours my Houſe to night; I wou'd nc 
for the world his agony fu ou'd be diſturb'd, 
Wild, Take no care for him, he's faſt bound and al 
his Retinue, 3G E 
Sir Tim. How, bound! my Lord bound, and all ba. 
People | Undone, undone, diſgrac d! What will d 
Polanders fay, that I ſhou'd expoſe their Embaſſadot 
this Diſreſpect and Affront? | 
Wild. Bind him, and take away his * wo 
; [ They bind him hand an foot, and te 
his Keys out of his Boſom. Ex. 
Sir Tim. Ay, ay, what you pleaſe, Gentlemen, {inc 
my Lord's bound Ob, what Recompence can I'm 
for ſo unhoſpitable Uſage? I am a moſt unfortunate 
giſtrate : hah, who's there, Fervice ? Alas, art thou h 
too? What, canſt not ſpeak ? but tis no matter and 
were dumb too; for what Speech or Harangue will 
to beg my Pardon of my Lord ?*-—— And then my H: 
ceſs, Fervice, ay, my tich Heireſs, why ſhe'll be rale our { 
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0h Heavens, raviſht ! The youug Rogues will ham e no 
Mercy, Ferwice ; nay, perhaps as thou ſay*M they'll carry 
her aW ay. Oh that thought! Gad I'd rather the City- 

caner were loſt. [Enter ſome with Bags of Mony. 

hy Gentlemen, rob like Chriſtians, Gentlemen. 
fob. What, do you mutter, EL” 4 
vir Tim. Not in the leaſt, Sir, not in thie leaſt; only 

2 Conſcience, Sir, in all things does wel. Barbarous 

Rogues, [They go out all again.] re's your arbitrary 

Power, F rvice ; here's the Rule of the Sword now for 

jou; Theſe are your Tory Rogues, your tantivy Royſters 3 

but we ſhall cry quits with you, Raſcals, e'er long; an 

ve do come to our old Trade of Plunder and Sequeſ- 
tion, we will fo handle ye—we'l} ſpare neither Prince, 

Peer, nor Prelate. Ob, 1 long to have a flice at your fat 

Church-men, your Crape-Gownorums, 

Enter Wild. andthe reſt, with more Bags. 

Wild, A Prize, a Prize, my Lads in ready Gui neas; 

mribution, my beloved; | | 

Dre. Nay, then *tis lawful Prize, in ſpite of nora- 

w and all his Tribe Mhat haſt thou here? Og: 

(Fo Fop. who enters with a Bay full of Papers, 

Fo, A whole Bag of Knavery, damn'd Sedition, Li- 


new-faſhion'd Oath of Adjuration, call'd the Aſſocia- 
. — Ah Rogue, what will you ſay when theſe ſhall 
e made publick 7 | 

vir Iim. Say, Sir? why I'll deny it, Sic; for what 
lury will believe ſo wiſe a Magiſtrate as I. cou'd commu» 
cate ſuch Secrets to ſuch as you? PII fay you forg'd em, 
bd put 'em in or print every one of em, and own 
tm, as long as they were writ and publiſtt in London, 
. Come, come, the World is not ſo bad yet, but a 
in may ſpeak Treaſon within the Walls of London, 
anks be to God, and honeſt conſcientious Jury-Men, 
eas for the Mony, Gentlemen, take notice you rob 

e Party, h 

Wis. Come, come, carry off the Booty, and prithee 
noye that Rubbiſh of the Nation out of the way 
pur ſeryant, Sir,——So, away with him to Dreſſwel's 


L 3 Lodgings, 


els, Treaſon, Succeſſions, Rights and Privileges, with 
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TORIES by Coach is at the Door ready to receive it 
10 hey carry off Sir Timothy, and othir 
tate up the, Bags, and go out wth : 


Preſ Well, you are fure you have all you came bo | 8 
id. All's lake, my Lads, the [Wrinngs . bo 
Fop. Come, let's away then. , 
Wild, Away ? what meaneſt thou? ? is tire not. a Lor "a 
to be found bound in bis Bed, and all his People? Com 4A 
come, diſpatch, and each Man bind bis Fellow. Ne 
Fos. We had better follow the Baggage, Captain. "or 
Mild. No, we have not done ſo ill, but we dare ſkew Wn, 
our Faces. Come, come, to binding, __—_ "i 
Fo. And who ſhall bind the laſt Man? 4A 
Wild, Honeſt Laboir, d'ye hear, Sirrah ? you get dr A 
and lay i in your Clothes under the Hall-Table ; d'ye he,, 
me? *Look to'r, ye Raſcal, and carry things diſcreetly Prior 
or you'll be bang'd, that's certain, Ex. Wild. and Diel Ua 
Fop. So, now will I *th* Morning to Char lot, and gu = 
her ſuch a Character of her Love, as if ſhe have Reſengi©,, . 
ment, makes her mine. [Exit fo 
Fir Tim. (calls within,) Ho, Jenkins, Roger, Simm , 
where are theſe Rogues? none left alive to come tom "ſn 
Aſſiſtance? So ho, ho, ho, ho! Raſcals, Sluggards 
Drones ! ſo ho, ho, bo! ne 
Lab. So, now's my Cue—and ſtay, 8 am not yet ſobeſſj © © 
[Puts himſelf into a drunken Pom. 
5 Sir Tim. Dogs, * none hear me? Fire, ill ©, 
ey Wile 
Tab. Water, water, I ay; z bor 1 am nn 5. lain 
Sir Tim. Hah, who's there ? pod x 


Tab. What doleful Voice is that? 2 | 
Sir Tim. W hat art thou, Friend or Foe ? 
LI 4 doleful Tint 
Tab. Very direful —why what the Devil art thou? 
Sir Tim, If thou'rt a Friend, each approach 
wretched, | 
Tab. Wretched ! What art thou, Ghoſt, Hobgobli 
or walking Spirit ? [Reeling in with a Lanthorn i in's Hans 


Sir Tim. Oh, aalen neither, bt 7 mere rg 
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Iimot hy Treat- all, robb'd and boun cg. 
| | [Coming out led by Labor, 
Lab. How, our generous Hoſt! 
Fir Tim, How, one of my Lord's Servanis! Alas, alas, 
dow cam'ſt thou to eſcape?ꝰ 
Lab. E'en by miracle, Sir; by being drunk, and fal- 
ing aſleep under the Hall. Table with your W or ſhip's Dog 
Tory, till juſt now a Dream ot Small-beer wak'd me: 
and crawling from my Kennel to ſecure the black Jack, I 
fumbled upon this Lanthorn, which 1 took for one, till 
hound a Candle in't, which helps me to ſerve your Wor- 


* 
4 
Ip, 


| [Goes to unbind his Hands, 

Sir Tim. Hold, hold, I ſay; for I fcorn to be fo un- 
dyil to be unbound before his Lordſhip : therefore run, 
Friend, to his Honour's Chamber, for he, alas, is confi» 
ned too. | 8 

Lab, What, and leave his worthy Friend in difiteſs 2 
y no means, Sir. | 

vir Tim. Well then, come, let's to my Lord, whom 
be not aſham'd to look in the Face, 1 am an errant 
Arazen. 3 [Exit Sir Tim. ahd Lab, 


SCENE changes io Wilding's Chamber. 


He is diſcover' d ſitting in 4 Chair bound, hi: Valet 

bound by him; to him Sir Timothy and Laboir, 
911d, Peace, Sirrab, for ſure I hear ſome coming 
ſilains, Rogues! I care not for my ſelf, but for the 
od pious Alderman. | { Sir Tim. as liſining, 
Sir Tum. Wonderful Goodneſs, for me! Alas, my 
Lord. this ſight will break my Heart. [ Weeps. 
ud. Sir Timothy ſale! nay, then 1 do forgive 'em. 
vir Tn. Alas, my Lord, I've heard of your rigid Fate, 
id, It is my Cuſtom, Sir, to pray an Hour or two 
{my Chamber, before 1 go to Bed; and having pray'd 
itcroufy Slave aſleep, the Thieves broke in upon us un- 
Mares, 1 having laid my Sword aſide. | | 
im. Oh, Heavens, at his Prayers! damn'd Ruffians, 
wound they not ſtay till you bad ſaid your Prayers? 

L 4 Wild: 
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wild. By no Perſuaſion.— Can you not gue 
they ſhou'd be, Sir? a FRO 
Sir Tim, Oh, ſome damn'd Tory-rory Rogues, you 
may be ſure, to rob a Man at his Prayers! , 
will this World come to ? oo eos. 
Mild. Let us not talk, Sir, but purſue em. 
Offering to g 
Sir Tim, Purſue *em ! alas, they're = — by 
this time, 
. Wild, Oh, Sir, they are nearer than you imagine: ſons 
that know each Corner of your Houſe, 1'i] warrant, 
Sir Tim, Think * I ſo, my Lord? ay, this comes « 
keeping open Hou 


e ; Which makes ſo many ſhut up ien tolle 

Doors at Dinner. time. 

| Enter Dreſſwell. | ou | 
Dre/. Good Morrow, Gentlemen! what was the Deſl Wit 
broke looſe to night ? What: 


Sir Tim. Only ſome of his Imps, Sir, ſauey Varley, 
inſupportable Raſcals—But well, my Lord, now I hay 
ſeen your Lordſhip at liberty, I'll leave you to your jel 
and go ſee what Harm this night's Work has done. 

W iid, ] have a little Buſineſs, Sir. and will take thi 
time to diſpatch it in; my Servants ſhall go to Bed, the 
tis already day L' wait on you at Dinner. 

Sir Tim. Your time, my Houſe and all I have is yours; 
and ſo I take my Leave of your Lordſhip (Ex, Sir Tim 
Wild. Now for my angry Maid, young Charlot ; 
Twill be a Task to foſten her ro Peace; | 
She is all new and gay, young as the Morn, 

Bluſhing as tender Roſe-Buds on their Stalks, 

Pregnant with Sweets, - for the next Sun to raviſh. 
come, thou ſhalt along with me, III truſt th 

Friendſhip. ; LExeunt 


SCENE changes to Diana's Chamber. | 


She ts diſcover d dreſſing, with Betty. 

Dia. Methinks l'm up as early as if 1 had a mind 
what l'm going to do, marry this rich old Coxcomb. 
Bet. And you do well to loſe no times 


Di 
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Dia. Ab, Betty, and cou'd thy Prudence prefer an old 
oMy<a0d, becauſe rich, before ſo young, ſo handſom, 
0d ſo ſoft a Loyer as Wilding & ? ? 

Bet. 1 know not that, Madam; but J verily belieye 
he way to keep your young Lover, is to marry this old 
one : for what Youth and Beauty cannot purchaſe, 
Money and Quality may, | 

Dian. Ay, but to be oblig'd to lie with ſuch a Beaſt ; 
x, there's the Devil, Betty. Ah, when I find the diffe- 
ence of their Embraces, _ | 

e ſoft dear Arms of Wildzng round my Neck. 

From thoſe cold feeble ones of this old Dotard; 

{hen I ſhall meet, inſtead of Tom's warm Kiſſes, 

hollow Pair of thin blue wither'd Lips, 

tembling with Palſy, ſtinking with Diſeaſe, 

y Age and Nature bariicado'd up 

Wich a kind Noſe and Chin; 

Vhat Fancy or what Thought can make my Hours ſup · 
table ? 
Bet. What ? why ſix. thouſand Pounds a Year, Miſtreſs, 
He'll quickly die, and leave you rich, and then do what. 
hou pleaſe. | 

Dian, Die! no, he's too temperate—Sure theſe Whi 
Betty, believe there's no Heaven, they take ſuch care to 
re ſo long in this World No, he'll out · live me. 


| 1 hs, 
Bet, In Grace a God he may be hang'd firſt, Mi . 
la, one knocks, and I believe *tis he. | 
| [She goes to open the Door, 
Dian, 1 cannot bring my Heart to like this Buſineſs ; 
Ine fight of my dear Tom wou'd turn the Scale. 
Bet, Who's there? 
Enter Sir Tim. joyful ; Dian. walks away. 
vir Tim, Tis I» impatient I, who wilh the Sun have 
ſelcom'd in the Day; TT 
This happy Day to be inrolP.d. _ 
In Rubrick Letters and in Gold. 
Hum, I am profoundly eloquent this Morning. 
1 | Aſide. 
Ls —falx 


* 
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—Fair Excellence, I approach [Going roward her 
Dian. Like Phyſick in a Morning next one's Hear 
A 
| Which, wo it be neceſſary, is, moſt filthy loathſom. 44 


Going from hin, 


* Jie 73 1 m. What do you turn away, bright Sun of Bea 


— Hum, I'm much upon the Suns and Days this Mor 
ning. ES . [Aſie 
Dian. It will not . 
Turning on him, lools on him, and turns away, 
Sir Tim. Alas, ye Gods, am I deſpis 'd and ſcorn'd? 
Did 1 for'this ponder, upon the Queſtion, 
Whether I ſhould be King or Alderman ? . [Hereicl)y, 
Dian. If 1 muſt marry bim, give him Patience to en. 
dure the Cuckolding, good Heaven, Id. 
Sir Tim. Heaven ! did ſhe name Heaven, Betty 
Bet. I think ſhe did, Sir, 
Sir Tim. 1 do not like that: What need bas ſhe n 
ink of Heaven upon her Wedding-day ? . 
Dian. Marriage is a fort of Hanging, Sit; and 1 wa 
only making a ſhort Prayer before Execution, 
Sir Tim. "Oh, is that all? Come, come, we'll let chi 
done till we're abed, that we have nothing elſe to'do, 
©, [Takes her Hand 


Par 


Ane 


Dian. Not much, I dare ſwear. 

Sir Tim. And let us, Fair one, haſte; the Parſon ſtays; 
befides, that heap of Scandal may prevent us—1 mein 
— 2 | 

Dian. A Pox upon him now for naming Wilding. 
Ie 

Sir Tim, How, weep at naming my ungracious Ne 
phew ? Nay then I am provok'd—Look on this Heat 
this wiſe and Reverend Head; l'd have ye know, | 
has been taken meafure on to fi i it to a Crown, d'ye le 

Dian. A Halter rather. 

Sir T. Ay, and it fits it too: nid am 1 Aighted, ] 
that ſhall receive Billct-Dourx lrom og hh s d m0 
ancivil and im politic. | 


Dian 
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Dian. T hope he's mad, and then IT reign alone, 
pardon me, Sir, that parting Tear I ſhed indeed at Wild- 
ing, | 
0f whom my fooliſn Heart has now ta'en leave, 
kad from this Moment is intirely yours, 
(Gives him her Hand, they go out. 


SCENE changes to a Street. 


Enter Chariot, led by Foppington, feliou d oy Mrs; 
Clacket. 

Char, Stay, my Heart miſgives me, I ſhall be undone, 
äh, whither was I going? [Pulis her Hand from Fop. 

Fe. Da, ſtay till the News arrives that he is married to 
her that had his Company to night, my Lody Galiard. 

Char, On! Take heed leſt you {in doubly, Sir. 

Foz; By Heaven, 'tis true, he paſt the N:Vht wWiti her, 

Char. All night! what cou'd they find o do? 

Mrs. Clack. A very proper Queſton; II warrant you! 
they were not idle, Madam, 

Char. Oh no; they. lookt and lov'd, ard vow'd and 
end, and {wore eternal Friend{hip—Haſte, haſte, and 
lead me to the Church, the Altar; I put it paſt my 
lower to love him more, | | 

For, Ob, how you charm me! [Takes her by the Hand. 

Char, Yet what art thou? a Stranger to my Heart. 
Wherefore, al why, on what occaſion ſhou'Q 1 ? 

"Mrs, Clack. Acquaintance, tis enough, know him, 


Madam, and I bope my Word will be taken far a | 


matter in the City: In troth you're behoiden tothe Ge :N- 
deman for marrying you, your Reputation' s gone. 
Char. How, am i not honeſt then? | 
Mrs, Clack. Marry Heaven forbd! Bu who that knows 


'0u have been a fingle Hour in 4 aiding s Hands, wau'd 


not ſwear you have loſt your Maidenh zead ? And back 
again I'm {ure you dare not £ LO unmaäre ed ; chat wou'd 


be a gane Hiſtory to be ſung 0 your eterna 3 ima Bal- 
lad, 


„ Right; and you fee Wi ding has let you for the: 
wid. ow o whom perhaps you'll ſhortly hear he's mar- 
#80. Char: 


— 44 - - 
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Not have the Boy? 11] warrant this does the Buſineſs... 
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Char. Oh, you trifle, Sir; lead on. | 

[They going out, meet Sir Anthony with Muſick, they 
return. 

Sir Anth. Come, come, Gentlemen, this is the Houſe 
and this the Window belonging to my Lady's Bed- chamber: 
Come, come, let's haye ſome near, ſoft, brisk, languiſh- 
ing, ſprighily Air now. | | 

Fop, Old Meriwill-—how ſhall I paſs by him! 

| | f [Stand b. 

Sir Ant h. So, here's Company too; 'tis very well— 


Come, come, ſcrew up your Chitterling. [ They play. 
Hold, hold a little — Good morrow, my Lady Gal: 
lard, 2 | | 
-- Give your Ladyſhip Joy, 
Char. What do I hear, my Lady Galkard joy d? 
Fop. How, married her already? 
Char. Oh, yes he bas, Lovely and falſe, haſt thou 
geceiv'd my Faith? 
Mrs. Clack. Oh, Heavens, Mr. Foppington, ſhe faint, 
—ah me! { They hold her, Muſict plays, 
Enter Wilding and Dreſſwell diſguis'd as before, 
Wild. Ah, Muſick at Lady Galliard's Door | 
Sir Ant h. Good morrow, Sir Charles Meriwill : give Mr 
your Worſhip and your fair Lady Joy. | 
Wild. Hah, Meriwill married the Widow! 10 hay 
Dreſſ. No matter; prithee advance, and mind thy For 
own Affairs. | | | 
Wild. Advance, and not inquire the meaning ont! 
Bid me not eat, when Appetite invites me; 
Not draw, when branded with the Name of Coward; 
Nor love, when Youth and Beauty meet my Eyes 
Hah !— sees Sir Charles come into the Balcony undreſ. 
Sir Char. Good morrow, Uncle, Gentlemen I thank 
ye: Here, drink the King's Health, with my Royal Mal- 
zer's the Duke. [Gives em Money. ¶ Ent 
Fid. Heaven bleſs your Honour, and your virtuous 
Bride. 
Fop. Wilding ! undone. 4 
{Shelters Charlot, that. ſhe may not ſee VI 


— 
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Wild, Death and the Devil, Meriwill above! 

Sir 4nth. Hah, the Boy's Rival here! By George, here 
may be breathing this Morning—No matter, here's two 
10 two 3 come Gentlemen you muſt in. 

[Thruſts the Muſick in, and goes in, 

Dreſſ. Ist not what you expected ? nay what you wiſh? 

Wild, What then? it comes too ſuddenly upon me 
Fer my laſt Kiſs was cold upon her Lips, 

Before the pantings of her Breaſt were laid, 
Rais'd by her Joys with me; Oh damn'd deluding 
Woman ! | 

Dreſ. Be wiſe, and do not ruin where you love. 

Wild, Nay, if thou com'ſt to reaſoning, thou haſt 
oft me. [ Breaks from him, and runs in, 

Char, I fay twas Wilding's Voice, and I will fol- 
oy it. | : 

Fop. How, Madam, wou'd you after him? 


Valeſs you let me go—Not after him 
Jes to the infernal Shades Unhand me, Sir. | 
Fop. How, Madam, have you then deſign'd my Ruin ? 
Char. Oh, truſt me, Sir, I am a Maid of Honour. 
[Runs in after Wild, 
Mrs. Clack. So; a Murrain of your Projects, we're all 
undone now: For my part I'll een after her, and deny 
o bave any band in the Buſineſs, [Goes in. 
Fop. Damn all ill Luck, was ever Man thus Foritune- 
bit, that he ſhou'd croſs my Hours juſt in the nick ? But 
ſhall I loſe her thus? No Gad, I'll after her; and come 
the worſt, I have an Impudence ſhall out-face a Middle- 
x-Jury, and out · ſwear a Diſcoverer. Goes in. 


SCE N E Changes to a Chamber. 
Enter Lady-Galliard, purſued by Sir Charles, and 


Foot man. | 
L. Gal. Sirrab, run to my Lord Mayor's, and require 
ame of his Officers to aſſiſt me inſtantly ; and d'ye hear, 
| Raſcal, 


R » > Ro” 16 


Char. Nay, force me not; by Heaven II cry a Rape, 
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Raſcal, bar up my Doors, and let none of his mad Crew 
enter. I [ To the Foot man who j 1s going. 
Sir Char. Milliam, you may ſtay, William © * 

Li Gal. 1 ſay, obey me, Sirrab. 
Sir Czar. Sirrah, 1 fay know your Lord and Maſter 
Vill. 1 ſhall, Sir. [ Goes out, 
L. Gal. Was ever Woman teaz'd thus ? purſue me not, 
Sir Char. You are miſtaken, I'm diſobedignt grown, 
ſince we became one Family; and when I've us'd you 


thus a W eek o'r s Ou: 2 651 "grow 70K of this peeyiſh 


ſooling. | 

L. Gal, Malicious thing, wo'not, 
tire thee out merely in ſpite, to have the better of thee, 

Sir Char. I'm as reloly'd as you, and do your worlt; 
For I'm refolv'd never to quit thy Houſe, 

L. Gal. But Malice, there are Officers th" City, tha: 
will not ſee me us'd thus, and will be here anon, 

Sir Char. Magiſtrates ! why they ſhall be welcome, 
they be honeſt 20d loyal; if abt wy * be Bang d in 
Heaven's good time; 

L. Gal. Are you reſolv'd obe thus dbſtinate ? 
Fully reſoly'd to make this way your Conqueſt ? 

Sir Char. Moſt certaimy, V'Y keep you honeſt to yon 
Word, my Dear, I've Witneſs — 

L. Cal. You will? 

Sir Char. You'll find it 6. 

IL. Gal. Then know, if thou dareſt marry z me, I wil 
ſo plague thee, be ſo ceveng'd for all thoſe Tricks thou 
haft play'd me i 
Doſt thou not dread the Vengeance. Wies can 
take? 8 
Sir Char, Not at als 
with thy Wit. 

L. Gal. Death, I will cuckold thee. . 

Sir Char. Why then I ſha!l be free o'th* R 
City. 

L Gal. Then 1 will game without ceſſation, til I've 
gndone thee. 

Sir Char. Do, that all the Fops of empty Heads ani 


Pockets may know where to be ſure of a Cully; ano 1 
chez 


Vi traſt thy Stock of Ben 


Reverend 
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they rook ye till ye loſe, and fret, and chafe, and rai} 
thoſe youthful Eyes to ſinking 3 watch your fair Face to 
ale and withered Leannels, 

L. Gal. Then 1 will nevet let thee bed with me, * 
when I pleaſe. 

Sir Char, For that, ſee who'll petition firſt; ' and then 
i! change for new ones every Night, 

__ Enter William. | > 

il, Madam, here's Mr; Wilding at the Door, and 
not be deny'd ſeeing ho 

L. Gal; Hah, Wilding / Oh my eternal Shame! now 
thou haſt 3 thy worſt. 

Sir Char. Now for a Struggle betwirt your Loye and 
Honour) 

——Yes, here's the Bar to all my Happineſs, 
You wou'd be left to the wide World and Love, 
To Infamy, to Scandal, and to Wilarng ; 
But I have too much Honour in my Path on, 
Jo let you looſe to ruin: Conſider and be wiſe. 
L. Gal, Oh, he has toucht my Heart too ſenſibly. 
Aſide, 

Sir Anth. (within. As far as good Manners goes Pm 
ours; But when you preſs inJecently to the Ladies 
Chambers, * Queſtions ought to be askr, I take it, 
vr, 

L. Gal. = find him here, will make him mad with 
Jealouſy, and in the Fit he ll utter all he knows: Oh, 
Guilt, what art thou SEEN [ Aſide; 

Enter Sir Anth. Wild. and Dreſf. 

Dreſſ. Prithee, dear Wilding, moderate thy Paſſion. 

Wild. By Heaven, Iwill; ſhe ſhall not have the Plea. 
ſure to ſee Iam concern *4—Morcow, Widow) you are 
early up, you mean to thrive 1 ſee, you're like a Mill that 
Pod with every Wind. 

Sir Char. Hah, Wilding; this that paſt laſt Night at Sir 
Ttmathy*s for a "Man of Quality? Oh, give him way, 
1 aint my Friend, my Dear, and now I'm ſure I have 
Te Advantage of hi m in my Love. 1 can forgive a 

halt Word or two. 
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a mild. I thank thee, Charles — What, you are married 
then ? | | 
L. Gal, I hope you've no Exception to my Choice, 
| [Scornfully, 
Wild. Falſe Woman, doſt thou glory in thy Perfidy > 
i [To her 52 angrily. 
les, Faith, I've many Exceptions to him— | Aloud. 
Had you lov'd me, you'd pitcht upon a Blockhead, 
Some ſpruce gay Fool of Fortune, and no more, 
Who would haye taken ſo much Care on his own ill-fa- 
your'd Perſon, 8 
He ſhou'd have had no time to have minded yours, 
But left it to the Care of ſome longing Lover. 
L. Gal. Death, he will tell him all! (aſide.) Oh, you 
are merry, Sir, 
Wild. No, but thou art wondrous falſe, 
Falſe as the Loye and Joys you feign'd laſt Night, 
| In a ſoft Tone to her, 
L. Gal. Oh, Sir, be tender of thoſe treacherous Mi. 
nutes. [Softly to him. 
If this be all you have to ſay to m 
[Walking away, and ſpeaking loud. 
Wild. Faith, Madam, you have us'd me ſcuryily, 
To marry, and not give me notice. [ Aloud. 
—— Curſe on thee, did I only blow the Fire 


To warm another Lover? 
| [To her ſoftly aſide. 


L. Gal. Perjur'd—was't not by your Advice I married? 
Cob where was then your Love? [Softly to him aſide. 
Wild. So ſoon did 1 adviſe ? 
Didſt thou invite me to the Feaſt of Love, 
To ſnatch away my Joys as ſoon as tafted ? 
Ab, where was then your Modeſty and Senſe of Honour? I wbich 
LAſide to her in a low Tow. jur d, 


L. Gal. Ay, where indeed, wben you ſo quickly vat- L, 


_ quilt?” | LS. woch 
— - But you, I find, are come prepared to rail, [A 1d. — 


Wild. No, twas with thee to make my laſt Effort a- 
gainſt your ſcorn. [Shews her the Writmg's 


And 
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And this I hop'd, when all my Vows and Love, 

When all my Languiſhments cou'd not ayail, | 
Had made ye mine for ever. [ Aloud, 
Enter Sir Anthony, pulling in Sir Tim. and Diana. 

Sir Anth. Morrow, Charles; Morrow to your Lady- 
ſhip; Charles, bid Sir Timothy welcome; I met him lucki- 
ly at the Door, and am reſoly'd none of my Friends ſhall 
paſs this joyful Day without giving thee Joy, Charles, and 
drinking my Lady's Health, 

Wild. Hah, my Uncle here ſo early? 

Sir Tim. What has your Ladyſhip ſerv'd me ſo? How 
finely I had been mump'd how, if I had not taken Heart 
of Grace, and ſhew'd your Ladyſhip Trick for Trick ? for 
I haye been this Morning about ſame ſuch Buſineſs of 
Life too, Gentlemen ; I am married to this fair Lady, 
the Daughter and Heireſs of Sir Nicholas Gett-all, Knight 
and Alderman, 

Wild. Ha, married to Diana! 

How 5cx4e is the Faith of common Women! LAſide. 

Sir Tim, Hut, who's here, y Lord : What, I ſee 
ſour Lordſhip has found the way alteady to the fair La- 
dies; but I hope your Lordſhip will do my Wedding» 
dinner the Honour to grace it with your Preſence, 

Wild. I ſhall not fail, Sir. 

A Pox upon him, he'll diſcover all, [ Aſide, 

L. Gal. I muſt own, Sir Timothy, you have the bet» 
ter Choice, ag 

Sir Timm, I cou'd not help my Deſtiny z Marriages are 
made in Heaven, know. 5 

Enter Charlot weeping, and Clacket. 

Charl, Stand off, and let me looſe as are my Griefs, 
which can no more be bounded ; Oh let me face the per- 
jur'd, falſe, forſworn ! 

L. Gal, Fair Creature, who is't that you ſeek with ſo 
much Sorrow? 

Charl, Thou, thou fatally fair Inchantreſs. T[Weeps, 

Wild. Charlot { Nay, then I am diſcover d. 

L. Gal, Alas, what wou'dſt thou? | 

8. That which I cannot have, thy faichleſs Huſ- 

and. 


Be 
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Be Judge, ye everlaſting. Powers of Love, 
Whether he more belongs to her or me. 

Sir Anth. How, my Nephew claim'd! wu Jon 
now, Sirrab, have you been dabling here?̃ 
Sir Char; By Heaven, I know her not—Hark re, 
Widow, this is ſome Trick of yours, and *twas'well laig 
and Gad, ſhe's ſo pretty, 1 cou'd find in my Heart'th 
take her at her word. 

L. Cal. Vile Man, this will not paſs your Falſhood'of 
Sure *tis ſome Art te make me jealous of him, 

To find how much I value him. 

Sir Char, Death, Fl] have the Forgery out 3 
— = Tell me, thou pretty weeping Hypocrite, who ya: 
it let thee on to lay a Claim to me? 

Charl, To you! Alas, who are you ? for till this mo. 
ment I never ſaw your Face, 

L. Gal, Mad as the Seas when all he Winds are ra- 

ing S 
t Sir Tim. Ay, ay, Madam, ſtatk mad! Poor Soul 
Neighbour, pray let her lie i th dark, d'ye hear. 

Sir Char. How came you, pretty one, to loſe your 
Wis thus ? 

Charl. With loving, Sir, ſtrongly, with too much 
loving. 


Will you not let me ſee the lovely falſe one? 
Z L. Gal. 
For J am told you have his Heart in keeping. 
L. Gal. Who is he? pray deſcribe him. * 
Charl. A thing juſt like a Man, or rather Angel 
He ſpeaks, and looks, and loves, like any God ! 
All fine and gay, all manly, and all ſweet : . 
And when hs fyears he loves, you wou'd ſwear too 
That all his Oaths were true. 
Sir Ant h. Who is ſhe ? ſome one who knows her and 
1 wiſer, 1 eak—5 ou, M Miſtreſs. A0 Clacket, 
Mrs. C. ack, Since I muſt ſpeak, there comes the Man 
of Miſchief.: Tis you, : mean, for all your Leering, 
Zir. | | To Wil. 
Wild. So. | 
Sir Im, What, my Lord ? . 
| irs, 


% | 
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Mrs. Clack. I never knew your Nephew was a Lord: 
Has his Honour made him forget his Honeſty ? 
I[Charl. runs and catches him in her Arms. 
Char. J have thee, and 11] die thus graſping thee; 
Thou art my own, no Power ſhall take thee from me. 
Wild. Never; thou trueſt of thy Sex, and deareſt, 
Thou ſoft, thou kind, thou conſtant Sufferer, 
This moment end thy Fears; for I am thine. 
Charl. May I believe thou art not married then? 
Wild, How can I, when I am yours? 
How cou'd I, when I love thee more than Life? 


Now, Madam, I am reyeng'd on all your Scorn, 
[To I. Gal. 


and, Uncle, all your Cruelty. wr 2020 

Sir Im. Why, what are you indeed my Nephew 
Thomas? | Al 

Wild. I am Tem Wilding, Sir, that once bore ſome 
ſuch Title, till you difcarded me, and left me to live up- 
on my Wits, | | 
Sir Tim, What, and are you no Poliſh Embaſſador 
then incognito 2? | 

Wild. No, Sir, nor you no King Elect, but mult eben 
remain as you were ever, Sir, a moſt feditious peſtilent 
old Knave; one that deludes the Rabble with your Po- 
liticks, then leaves em to bs hang'd, as they delerve, for 
lily mutinous Rebels, 

Sir Tim, T'll peach the Rogue, and then he'll be hang'd 
in courſe, becauſe he's a "Tory, One comfort is, I have 
cozen'd him of his rich Heireſs; for Va married, Six, 
to Mrs, Charlot. 71 

Wild. Rather Diana, Sir; I wiſh you Joy: See here's; 
Charlot. I was not ſuch a Fool to truſt ſuch Bleſſings with 
the Wicked. | 

Sir Char. How, Mrs. Dy Ladyfi d! This is an ex- 
cellent way of diſpoſing an old caſt- off Miſtreſs. 

Sir Tim, How, have I married 2 Strumpet then? 

Dia, You give your Nephew's Miſtreſs, Sir, to cone 
a Name. Tis true, I loy'd him, only him, and was; 
true to him. . | 


Sir Tz», 
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Sir Tim. Undone, undone ! I ſhall ne'er make Guild. One 
hall. Speech more: but be ſhall hang for't, if there be 
e er a Witneſs to be had between this and Salamanca for ; 
Maney, | | n | "TAE 8 
wild, Do your worſt, Sir; Witneſſes are out of e is 
faſhion now, Sir, thanks to your 12noramus Juries. oa 
Sir Tim. Then I'm reſolv'd to diſinberit him. ve 
Wild, See, Sir, that's paſt your Skill too, thanks to 
my laſt Night's Ingenuity; there [ſhews him the Wri. 
— ſign' d, feal'd, and deliver'd in the preſence of, 
c | 2 | © 


Sir Tim. Bear Witneſs, twas he that rob'd me laſt night, 

Sir Auth, We bear witneſs, Sir, we know of no ſuch 
matter we, I thank you for that, Sir; won'd you make 
Witnefles of Gentlemen? | JEET 

Sir Tim. No matter for that, I'll have him hang'd, nay 
drawn and quarter'd. 5 Y 

Wiid, What, for obeying your Commands, and living 
on my Wits ? 

Sir Auth. Nay, then tis a clear Caſe, you can neither 
hang him or blame him. 8 | 

Wild. I'll propoſe fairly now; if you'll be generous 
and pardon all, I'll render your Eſtate back during Life, 
and put the Writings in Sir Anthony Meriwill's and Sir 
Charles his Hands | 
I have a Fortune here that will maintain me, 
Without ſo much as wiſhing for your Death. 

All. This is but Reaſon. 

Sir Char. With this Proviſo, that he. makes not uſe 
on't to promote any Miſchief to the King and Govern- 
ment, 


A.l. Good and Juſt. {Sir Tim. payſes. 
Sir Tim. Hum, 1'd as good quietly agree to't, as loſe 
my Credit by making a Noiſe. Well, Tom, I pat- 
don all, and will be Friends. [Gives him his Hand. 


Sir Char, See, my dear Creature, eyen this hard old 
Man is mollify'd at laſt into good Nature; yet you'll fil 
be cruel, - : e 

L. Gal. No, your un wearied Love at laſt has v anquiſt 
me. Here, be as happy as a Wife can make 3 

ne 


Or 


Sir Char. Come, Sir, 
ſhe is a cheerfut witty Girl, 
be a Comfort to your Age, 
Live peaceably, and do not 
with Buſineſs of State. 


Let all things in their own dus 
Let Cæſar be the Kin 
Let the hot-headed Mutineers 
And-meddle in the Rights of 


Sir Timothy Treat-all. 
One laſt look more, and then be gone, 


But = 


To bl 


[Sighting and looking on 
Sir Charles her Hand. 


petitio 


all honeſt Hearts as one a 
the King, and Royal Albany, 
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fond Love. 
ilding, giving 
you mult receive Djana too; 

and handſome, one that will 


and bring no Scandal home. 
trouble your decrepid Age 


Order moye, 
gdom's Care and Loye - 


n, 
juſt Succeſſion : 


| Exeunt. 
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EPILOGUE 


Wriceen b, a Perſon of Quality ; Spoken 
by Mrs. Boteler. . 


3 . * 


Y. Plot, 1 fear, us take bus with: a 83 

A rich young Heireſs to her firſt Lover true ! 
"Tis damn'd unnatural, and paſt enduring gg, 
Ayainſt the fundamental Laws of Whoring. 
Marrying's the Mask, which Modeſty aſſures, 
Helps to get new, and covers old Amours ; z ind 2 


And Husband ſounds ſo dull to a Town-Bride, 


Ye now-a-days condemn him t'er he's try'd, 

E'er in his Office he's confirm'd Poſſeſſor, 

Like Trincalo's you chuſe him a Succeſſor, 

In the gay Spring of Love, when free from Doubts, 
With early Shoots his Velvet Forehead- ſprouts. * 
Like à poor Parſon bound to hard Indentures, 

Yeu make him pay his Firſt- fruits et er he enters, 

But for ſhort Carnivals of ſtoln good Cheer, I 


Tou re after forc'd to keep Lent all the Tear; 


Till brought at laſt to a ſtarving Nun's Condition, 
Tou break into our Quarters for Proviſion ; 

Tavade Fop-corner with your glaring Beauties, 
And tice, our Loyal Subfects from their Duties. 
Pray, Ladies, leave that Province to our Care; 

A Fl is the Fee-ſrmple of a Player, 

In which we Women claim a double ' ſhare. 

In other things the Men are Rulers made; 

But catching Woodcocks is our proper Trade, 


If by Stage-Fops they a poor Living get, 
We can grow rich, thazks to our Mother-Wit , 


T akt 
T 


EPILOGUE. 


rale then the Wits, and all their uſeleſs Prattles ; 
But us for Fools, they, are gur Goods and Chattels, 
return, Ingrates, t4 your firſt Haunt the Stage-;--- 


aug your Tous b, and help'd your feeble a. — 


hut ist you fee in Qecalitot Wi want? 
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. * 
. * 


Unt can they give, and which we kannot grant? 
5 pave their Pride, their Froliets, and their paint. 


{4 feel the ſamèe Louth dancing in our Blood ; 
% Driſs as g All underneath as god. 
Met Men have found us hitherto more true, 

4rd if we're not abus'd" by fame of you, 

2 le fall as fair perhaps as wholeſom too, 
But if at beſt our hopeſul Sport and Trade is, 

+4 nothing qw-will ſerve yo but greap Ladies; 3 
"= 1u2f ion di Marriages: your Fortune be, 
hid Lawyers drain your Pockets more than unt? 
140 7 puzzle a clear Caſe with Laws, 
| Muſquezoon as laſi decide the Gauſe. 
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THE 
Feign d Curtezans ; 
OR, A 
NIGH T's INTRIGUE. 


— — 


— 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken by Mrs. Currer. 


EE Devil take this curſed plotting Age, 
9 > has ruin'd all our Plots upon the Stage; 
aA Suſpicions, New Elections, Fealouſies, 
rei Informations, New Diſcoveries, 
7 employ the buſy fearful Town, 
honeſt Calling here is uſeleſ' grown : : 
Lach Fool turns Politician now, and wears 


ff formal Face, and talks of State-affairs ; 
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ales Acts, Decrees, and. a new Model draws 
Fir Regulation both of Church and Laws 
ses out his empty Noddle to invent 
What Rule and Method's beſt in Government: 
Wit, as if twere Jeſuitical, 
n Abomination to ye all. ä | 
T1 what a wretched paſs will poor Plays come ? 
ui muſt be damn'd, the Plot is laid in Rome; 
. bard ones es. — 
one amongſt ye all Ill undertake, 
er thought that we ſhould ſuffer for Religion's ſake - 
ho uon d have thought that wou'd have been th occaſion 
(f any conteſt in our hopeful Nation? * 
ir my own Principles, faith let me tell ye, 
7 of the Religion of my Cully ; 
Wind till theſe. dangerous times they'd none to fix on, 
ut now are ſomething in mere Contradiction, 
Ind piouſly pretend theſe are not days, | 
ir keeping Miſtreſſes, and ſeeing Plays; 
ſho ſays this Age a Reformation wants, 
hen Betty Currer's Lovers all turn Saints ? 
h vain, alas, I flatter, ſwear, and vow, 
lil ſcarce do any thing for Charity now : 
It Iam handſom ſtill, ſtill young and mad, q 


n wheedle, lye, diſſemble, jilt—egad, 

„ell and artfully as &er I did; 

not one Conqueſt can 1 gain or hope, 

Prentice, not a Foreman of a Shop, 

that I want extremely new Supplies; 

f my laſt Coxcomb, faith, theſe were the Price; 
id by the tatter'd Enſigns you may know, 

leſe Spoils were of a Victory long ago: 

0 won d have thought ſuch helliſh Times to have ſeen, 
en ſhou'd be neglected at Eighteen 2 

ut Touth and Beauty ſhou*d be quite undone, 
ox upon the Whore of Babylon” 


Tor 1 M5 5 : the 


ke} 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Tralians. 


"Moroſini, an old Count, Uncle to Julio, Mr. Norris, 

Julio, his Nephew, a young Count, con- . 
tracted to Laura — 8 Mr. Crogby, 

Octavio, a young Count, contracted to - | 
Marcella, deformed, reyengeful, £ Mr, Gill. | 

Crapine, Moroſini's Man. 

Petro, ſuppoſed Pimp to the two Curte-2 Mr. T %% 
zans. „ 48. Aj a 


* 


Engliſh. 


| 3 ſhoul: 

Sir Harry Fillamour, in love with Mar- Mr. Smitl, 1 
cells, : | | new 

Mr. Galliard, in love with Cornelia, Mr. Bettertond e no 

Sir Signal Buffoon, a ol, Mr. Note, v0u'd 


Mr. Ticklerext, his Goygrnour, Mr. Underhill vent 

Jack, Sir Signal's Man. bur th: 

1 alier, 

> | | | find ſo 

WOMEN. high fc 

Taara Lucretia, a young Lady of Qua-Y 3 

lity, contracted to Julio, in love with g Mrs. Lee, 55 

Galliard, and Siſter to Octavio, behind 

5 J Siſters to Jalio, and Nieces ) , N 

Ma _ to Moroſini, paſs for Cur: ( rt Carta. 0 

1 C f<zans by the names of Eu- C irg. Bar II am 

Corne "ys JJ phemia and Silvianetta. : , n 

P hilippa, their Woman, SE - Mrs. Norris. J 
Sabina, Confident to Laura Lucretia, Mrs. Seym 

Pages, Muſick, Footmen, and Brayo's. x 


SCENE, Rome. 


4 
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AcTLSsCENE L 


Euter Laura Lucretia, and Silvio richly dreſt; Antonia 


attending, coming all in haſte, 


i, = ADAM, you need not make ſuch haſte 
113 away, the Stranger that follow'd us 
> from. St, Peter's Church purſues us no 
longer, and we have now loſt ſight of 
te VP9gt him; Lord, who wou'd have thoughr 
the approach of a handfome Cavalier 

ſhould have poſſeſt Donna Laura Lucretia with fear? 

Lau, I do not fear, my Silvio, but I wou'd have this 
new Habitation which I have deſign'd for Love, known 
to none but him to whom Pye deſtia'd my Heart: —ah 
vou'd he knew the Conqueſt he has made, [ Aſide.] Nor 
went I this Evening to Church with any other Devotion, 
but that which warms my heart for my young Engliſh Ca- 
wier, whom I hop'd to have ſeen there; and I muſt. 
find ſome way to let him know my Paſſion, which is toa 
bigh for Souls like mine to hide. * 

Si/, Madam, the Cayalier's in view again, and hot in 
the-purſuit, 

Lau. Let's haſte away then; and, Silvio, do you lag 
behind, *rwill give him an opportunity of enquiring, 
whilſt 1 get out of ſight, —Pe ſure you conceal my Nama 
and Quality, and tell him—any thing but truth—tell him 
lam La Silvianetta, the young Roman Curtezan, or 
Fhat you pleaſe to hide me from his knowledge. ee 

By Exit Lau. 


| Enter Julio and Page in purſuit. 
Jul. Boy, fall you into diſcourſe with that Page, and 


(earn his Lady's Name hilſt I purſue her farth er. 
x E JEx, Jul. | 


M 2 Page 


| _ 4 
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Page ſalutes Silvio, who returns it; they go out 6; 


talking to each other. | | 
Enter Sir Harry Fillamour and Galliard, 


Fil. He follows her cloſe, whoe'er they be: I ſee tu G 
trade of Loye goes forward till. ASE joy 
Gal. And will whilſt there's difference in Sexes. Bu dug 
Harry, the Women, the delicate Women I was ſpeaking ** 
" ; _ | B | 
Fil, Prithee tell me no more of thy fine Women, MW vern 
Frauk ; thou haſt not been in Rome above a Month, and Seig⸗ 
thou' aſt been a dozen times in love, as thou call it; jour 
to me there is no pleaſure like Conſtancy. = Whol 
Gal. Conſtancy! and wou'dſt thou have me one off F. 
thoſe dull Lovers, who believe it their Duty to loye a Wo. coar! 


man ti]] her Hair and Eyes change Colour, for fear of poſes 
the ſcandalous Name of an Inconſtant ? No, my Paſſion, her | 
like great Victors, hates the lazy ſtay but having van⸗ 64 
quiſnt, prepares ſor ne Conqueſts. | aiſtril 

Fil. Which you gain as they do Towns by Fire, loſe # 
'em eyen in the taking; thou wo't grow penitent, and and a 
weary of theſe dangerous Follys, _ | 

Gal. But I am yet too young for both: Let old g nam” 
and Infirmity bring Repentance,—there's her feeble Pre. bere, 
vince, and even then ioo we find no plague like being Herr. 


deprived of Woman-kind, Ga 
Fil. I hate playing about a Flame that will conſume Von's 
me. 5 pocril 
Gal. Away with your antiquated Notions, and let Fil 
once hear ſenſe from thee; Examine but the whole Rome 
World, Harry, and thou wilt find a beautiful Woman{i tho h. 
the Deſire of the nobleſt, and the Reyard of the bravelt, mis'd 
Fil. And the common Prize of Coxcombs: Times a Ga 
alter d now, Frank; why elſe ſhou'd the Virtuous be c,. Fl. 
nuted, the Coward be careſs'd, the Villain roll with fung, 
und the Fool lie with her Ladyſhip ? laſt L 
Gal. Mere accident, Sir; the kindneſs of Fortune: bu 64 

a pretty witty young Creature, ſuch as this Silvianeiii me ac 
and Euphemia, is certainly the greateſt Bleſſing this wick Fil, 
ed Vorld can afford us. He's Yout) 


Ji 
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Fil. I believe the lawful enjoyment of ſuch a Woman, 
and honeſt too, wou'd be a Bleſſing. 

Gal. Lawful Enjoyment ! Prithee what's lawful En- 
joyment, but to enjoy em according to the generous in- 
dulgent Law of Nature; enjoy 'em as we do Meat, 
„bank, Air, and Light, and all the reſt of her common 
"i Bleſſings ? — Therefore prithee, dear Knight, let me go- 
yern thee but for a Day, and 1 will ſhew thee ſuch a 
4 S:igniora, ſuch a Beauty, another manner of piece than 
boar ſo admired //izerboan, Donna Marcella, of whom you 

boat ſo much. Ss, 

Fil. And yet this rare piece is but a Curtezan, in 

WY coarſe plain Engliſh a very Whore, —who filthily ex- 
of pY -; her Beauties to him can give her moſt, not love 
n. ber veſt, 

2 Gal, Why faith, to thy comfort be it ſpoken, ſhe does 
diſtribute her Charms at that eaſy rate. 

e Fl. Oh the vaſt diſtance between an innocent Paſſion, 

aal end a poor faithleſs Luſt ! 7 | 
Gal. Innocent Paſſion at Rome ] Oh tis not to be 

num'd but in ſome Northern Climate: to be an Anchoret 

0. here, is to be an Epicure in Greenland; impoſſibilities, 
Harry. : | 

Gal, Sure thou haſt been adviſing with Sir Signal Buf- 
ps Governour, that formal piece of Nonſenſe and Hy- 
pocrity, / | 

Fl, No faith, I brought the humour along with me to 
ume; and for your Governour I have not ſeen him yet, 
tho he lodge in this ſame Houſe with us, and you pro- 
mis'd to bring me acquainted with him long ſince, 
ay Gal. 1] do't this very minute, 


ol #/. No, I'm oblig'd not to engage my ſelf this Even- 
o 


u ing, becauſe I expect the arrival Count Julio, whoſe 
lalt Letters aſſured me it would be to night. | 

bull Sal. Julio What, the young Iralian Count you made 

me acquainted with laſt Summer in England? 

ky El. The ſame, the Ambaſſador's Nephew, a good 
Youth, and one I eſteem, 8 


Fi „ Enter 
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Enter Julio, 
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| Jul, I hope my Page will bring intelligence who thi 


=. | aa ee; 12 
Fil, Halt Jalio Welcome dear Friend, - 
£74] ah | [Embraces him. 
Jul. Sir Harry Fillamour ! how glad am I to me 
you in a Country, where I have power to repay you al 
thoſe Friendſhips Ireceiy'd when I was a ſtranger in your. 
Monſieur Galliard too! nay, then I'm ſure to want ng 
diverſion whilft I ſtay in Rome, [Salutes Galliard 
Fil. But pray, what · made you leave England ſo ſoon? 
Jul. Elen the great buſineſs of Mankind, Matrimony, 
J have an Uncle here, who has provided me Fetters, whic 
1 muſt put on, he ſays they will be eaſy ; I lik'd the Chas 
racter of my Miſtreſs well enough, a brave maſculine Lt 
dy, a Roman of Quality, Donna Laura Lucretia; till as 
luck wou'd have it, at my arrival this Evening, ſtepping 
into St. Peter's Church, I ſaw a Woman there that fir 
my heart, and whom I followed to her houſe ; but meet. 
ing none that cou'd inform me who fhe was, I left my 
Page to make the diſcovery, whilſt I with equal impa- 
tience came to look you out; whoſe fight I prefer even 
to a new Amour, reſolving not to viſit home, to which 
I have been a ſtranger this ſeven years, till I had kiſt your 
hands, and gained your N to accompany me t6 
Viterbo. . | 
Fil. Viterbo ! is that your place of Reſidence ? | 
Jul. Yes, tis a pretty Town, and many noble F. 
milys inhabit there, ſtor'd too with Beauties, at leaſt 
was wont to be: have you not ſeen it ? * 
Gal. Ves, and a Beauty there too, lately, for bis re- 
poſe, who has made him ſigh and look ſo like an Aſs eyer 
ſince he came to Rome, | | 
Jul. I am glad you have ſo powerful an Argument, to 
invite you back; 1 know ſhe muſt be rare and of quality, 
that cou'd enage your heart, | 
Fil. She's both; it moſt unluckily fell out, that I was 
recommended by a Perſon of Quality in England to à 
Nobleman at Viterbo, who being a Man of a Temper frank 
and gallant, received me with leſs Ceremony than is uſual 
. | 1 


Wor! 
citatec 
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1 Valy. I had the freedom of the Houſe, one of the 
fneſt Villa's belonging to Viterbo, and the pleaſure to ſee 
and converſe at a diſtance with one of the lovelieſt Per- 
ins in the World, a Neice of this old Count's, | 
Jul. Very well, and cou'd you ſee her but at a diſtance, 
r? 
Fil. Oh, no, was all I durſt deſire, or ſhe durſt give; 
[came too late to hope; ſhe being before promiſed in 
aol Marriage to a more happy man, the Conſummation of 
do. which waits only the arrival of a Brother of hers, who is 
12 now at the Court of France, and every day expected. 
. Enter Petro like a Barber. 
c Gal. Hah ! Signior Petro. 
ri. Come Sir, we'll take a turn i'th' Gallery, for this 
imp never appears, but Francis deſires to be in private. 
bal. Thou wrong'ſt an honeſt ingenious Fellow, to 
Pe. Ah Seignior, what his Worſhip pleaſes! 
„Cal. That thou art I'll be ſworn, or what any man's 
78 Vorſhip pleaſes 3 for let me tell ye Harry, he is capa- 
a-Wf citated to oblige in any quality: for Sir, he's your bro- 
n Wl kring Jew, your Fencing, Dancing, and Civility-Maſter, 
hy your Linguiſt, your Antiquary, your Bravo, your Pathick, 
pour Whore, your Pimp; anda thouſand more Excel- 
of lencies be has to ſupply the neceſſities of the wanting 
Stranger, Well Sirrah what deſign now upon Sic 
Signal and his wiſe Governour?— What do you repre- 
„kat now? | 
Pet. A Barber, Sir. | 
Gal, And why a Barber, good Seignior Petro? 
Per. Oh Sir, the ſooner to take the heights of their 
r WF Judgments ; it gives handſome * to commend 
their Faces: for if they are pleas d with flattery, the cer- 
oF tain {ſign of a Fool to be moſt tickled when moſt com- 
WW mended, I conclude em the fitter for my purpoſe 3 they 
already put great confidence in me, will have no Maſters 
but of my recommending, all which 1 ſupply my (elf, by 
e help of my ſeveral diſguiſes; by which, and my in- 
co cuſtry, I doubt not but to pick up a good honeſt pain- 
LY livelihood, by cheating theſe two reyerend Coxcombe. 
. M & Gal. 
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Gal. 
formali! 
Melancl 
Knight 
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fate of 
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Gal. How the Devil got'ſt thou this credit with em? 

Pet. O, eaſily Sir, as Knayes get Eſtates, or Fools Em 
ployments. ' | Lt 

Fil, 1 hope amongſt all your good qualities, you far 
got not your more natural one of pimping. 
Pet. No, I aſſure you, Sir; I have told Sir Signal Buff 
that no Man lives here without his Inamorata ; which ye 
ry word has ſo fird him, that he's reſolyed to haye hi 
Inamorata whate'er it coſt him; and, as in all things elf 
I have in that too promiſed my aſſiſtance. 

Gal. If you aſſiſt him no better than you have dor 
me, he may ſtay long enough for his Inamorata. 

Per. Why faith, Sir, 1 lie at my Lady night and day 
but ſhe is fo loth to part with that ſame Maiden-head « 
hers yet—but to morrow night, Sir, there's hopes, 


<<< 


Gal. To morrow night; Oh 'tis an Age in Love! De Jul 
fire knows no time but the preſent, tis now I wiſh, an Gal, 
now I wou'd enjoy: a new Day ought to bring a neue 
Deſire. N fice, 

Pet. Alas Sir, I'm but an humble Bravo. hall 3 

Gal. Yes, thou'rt a Pimp, yet want 't the Art to proem I vufe 

alonging Lover the Woman he adores, tho but a common N 
Curtezan——Oh confound her Maidenhead—ſhe under 


ſtands her Trade too well, to have that badge of Inno 
cence. | COS: 7.» 
Pet. J offered her her Price, Sir. 
Gal. Double it, give any thing, for that's the beſt te 


ceipt I eyer found to ſoften Womens hearts, | M 

Pe t Well, Sir, ſhe will be this Evening in the Garden | 

of Medices Villa, there you may get an opportunity t9 

advance your Intereſt I muſt ſtep and trim Mr. Tickletex!, fi 

and then am at your ſervice, Exit Pero * 
Jul. What is this Knight and his Governour, who hay: 

the bleſſed Fortune to be manag'd by this Squire? 

Fil, Certain Fools Galliard makes uſe of when he has ail. ** 
mind to laugh, and whom I never thought worth a viſit Lyes 
ſince I came to Rome: and he's like to profit much by his Lien 
Travels, who keeps company with all the Engliſh, eſpe: * 


cially the Fops. 


Cal. 
— 4 
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Gal. Faith, Sir, I came not abroad to return with the 
formality of a Judge; and theſe are ſuch antidotes againſt 
Melancholy as wou'd make thee fond of fooling. Our 
Knight's Father is even the Gentleman of his Houſe, a 
Flow, who having the good fortune to be much a Fool 
end Knave, had the attendant bleſſing of getting an E- 
late of ſome eight thouſand a year, with this Coxcomb. 
o inherit it; who (to aggrandize the Name and Fa- 
mily of the Buffoons) was made a Knight; but to re- 
ine throughout, and make a compleat Fop, was ſent. 
broad under the Government of one Mr. Tickletext, his 
zalous Father's Chaplain, as errant a blockhead as a man 
you'd wiſh to hear preach 3 the Father wiſely foreſeeing 
the eminent danger that young Travellers are in of being 
perverted to Popery, 
Jul. *Twas well conſidered, | 
Gal. But for the young Spark, there is no deſcription; 
an reach him; 'tis only to be done by himſelf ; let it 
ſuffice, *tis a pert, ſaucy, conceited Anima), whom you 
ſhall juſt now go ſee and admire, for he lodges in the 
bouſe with us. 

Jul, With all my heart, I never long'd more for a new 
Aquaintance, | | 

Fil. And in all probability ſhall ſooner deſire to be rid 
91*.— Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Draws off, and diſcovers 


Mr. Tickletext a trimming, his Hair under 
a Cap, a Cloth before him: Petro ſuaps his 


ol wiping his face. 


Tickletext and Petro. 


. Pet. Ah che Bella! Bella! 1 fear by theſe ſparkling 


le Les and theſe ſoft plump dimpled Cheeks, there's not a 
is eigniora in all Rome, cou'd ſhe behold 'em, were able 


eo ftand their Temptations; and for La Silvianetta, my 


ife on t ſhe's your own, 


a, Ms DD Tick« 


— 


— 
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* a, 
—— . — * 
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WM fingers, takes away the Baſon, and goes to 
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"Tick, Teze, teze, ſpeak ſoftly ; but honeſt Barb Tic 
do I, do I indeed look plum F N Barber 
and-—hah ! n * and freſ hogers 
Pet. Ay Sir, as the roſy, Morn, young as old Tim ited 
in his Infancy, and U as the pale cg Moon. 7 * 

Tick. He—Why this Travelling muſt needs improye me! 
Man—— Why how admirably well-ſpoken your very Bar off you 
bers are here Aſ;de, ]—But Barberacho, did the young fir 
5 ay ſhe lik d me? did ſhe, Rogue ? 4 [ 

e pe F ; 

Pet, And doated on you Seignior, doated on you. 

| Tick. Why, and that's ſtrange now, in the Wa n 
my Age too, wben Nature began to be impertinent, as Tick 
Man may ſay, that a young Lady ſhou'd fall in loy "ke 
wy er fe Why Barberacho, I do not conceive 4 * 

ny great matter of Sin only in viſitinę d | 
a man, hah, nn LACY, 190 loye * 

Pet. Sin, Sir! *tis a fre Uent thin now · a · da 7 deen le 
ſons of your 8 - * 5 
4. Eſpecially here 8 Rome too, where tis no {can 1a 
Pet. Ah Seignior, where the Ladies are privileg d, M e 
Fornication licenſed? . POO. et at 

Tick. Right! and when *is licens'd, *tis lawful; an —_ 
when *tis lawful, it can be no Sin: beſides, Barbera, 
I may chance to turn her, who knows ? 1 
pleaſe. Turn her Seignjor, alas ny way, which way jo hoe N 
Iich. He, he, he! There thou wert knaviſh, I dout Ar? 

but I mean convert her — nothing elſe I profeſs, Bur Fa. 
beracho, he Rl Ia, ab 
Pet. True Seignior, true, ſhe's a Lady of an eaſy 1 eig 
zure, and an indifferent Argument well handled will do de cult 
ba- here's your head of Hair — here's your natur Lick 
Fcombing out his Hair.] Frize! And ſuch an Air it giv Inge], 
the Face — So Seignior—Now you have the utmoltn 
Art can do. [Takes away the Cloth, and bout 7 
Tice, Well Seignior,—and where's your Lookin ., 


laſs? | 


ver, My Looking glafs 


Tick 


ww * 
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Tick. Yes Seignior, your Looking-glaſs! an Engliſh 
Barber wou'd as ſoon have forgotten to have ſnapt his 
fogers, made bis leg, or taken his Wy as have neg- 
elted his Looking - glaſs. 
pet. Ay Seignior, in your Country the Laity haye a 
tle Honeſty, they are not to be truſted with the taking 
of * Beard unleſs you ſee't done: — but here's a G aſs, 
(Ge him the Glaſi. 
” Tick. ſets himſelf and ſmirk, in the G'aſs, Pet. 
ſtanding behind him, making horns and grim aces, 
which Tick. ſees in the Glaſ, gravely riſes,, 
turns towards Petro. 
Tick. Why how now, Barberacho, what monſtrous ra · 
gare you making there? 
pet. Ah my Belly, my Belly, Seignior: ah this Wind- 
holick ! this Hypocondriack does ſo torment me! ah— 
Tick, Alas poor Knaye ; certo, I thought thou hadſt 
keen ſomewhat uncivil with me, I profeſs I did. 
pet. Who I, Sir, uncivil?—I abuſe my Patrone 
that have almoſt made my ſelf a Pimp to (erye you ? 
Tick, Teze, teze, honeſt B-rieratho / no, no, no 
Us well, alls well ;—but hark ye———you will be dit 
eet and ſecret in this buſineſs now, and above all things 
onceal the knowledge of this Gentiewoman from Sir g= 
14) and Mr. Galliard, 
Fer, The Rack, Seignior, the Rack ſhall not extort it. 
Tick, Hold thy Hand—— there's ſomewhat. for thee, 
- hits Money. | but ſhall I Rogue—ſhall I ſee her 0 
naht 2 
Pet, To night, Sir, meet me in the Piazza D* Hiſpag- 
ua, about ten a Clock, — I'll meet you there, —but 'tis 
eignior that 1 mould provide a Collation, — tis 
e cuſtom here, Sir. | 
Ich, Well, well, what will it come to? — here's an 
Inge), 
Per, Why Sir, will come to about. for you wou d 
lo't handſomely—ſome twenty Co was. 
Tick, How man, twenty Crowns! 
Pet, Ay, Seignior, thereabouts, 


Ticks 
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a Revenue. ; 


morous Twire Then Sir—ſhe'll kiſs it out in a moment 


help him to Maſters, and me to Miſtreſſes, thou ſhal: b 


hug thee, my little Miphiſtophiloucho — de ye ſee her 


 Manaſeth—Ben—Nebuon, and ſo forth; bah—view n 


Tick. Twenty Crowns !—Why, tis a Sum, a Portion 


Pet. Alas Seignior, tis nothing with her,—ſhe'll look; 
out in an hour, —ah ſuch an Eye, ſo ſparkling, with an 2 


—ſuch a Lip, ſo red, ſo round, ſo plump, fo ſoft, an 
8883 115 

Tick, Why has ſhe, bas ſhe, Sirrah—hah—here, hete 
prithee take money, here, and make no words on' 
go, go your way, go— But to entertain Sir Signal wil 
other matter, pray ſend his Maſters to him; if thou canf 


the good Genius of us both: but ſee where he come: 
| Enter Sir Signal. W 6 
Sir Sig. Hah! Signior Iluſtriſſimo Barberacho, let m 


how fine your Brokering Jew has made me, Seignior Raj 


round [ Turns round 
Tick, 1 profeſs tis as fit as if it had been made for you 

Sir Sig. Made for me Why, Sir, he ſwore to meb 
the old Law, that twas never worn but once, and th 
but by one High- German Prince——T have forgot hi 
name for the Devil can never remember theſe damn' 
Hogan- Mogan Titles. 

Tick, No matter, Sir. | | 

Sir Sig. Ay, but I ſhou'd be loth to be in any man 
Clothes, were he never fo high a German Prince—excep 
I knew his name tho. 

Tick. Sir, 1 hold his name unneceſſary to be remem 
bred, ſo long as twas a princely Penniworth. — Barben 
cho, get you gone, and ſend the Maſters. Ex. Petr 

Sir Sig. Why how now Governour! how now Se 
nior Fichletexz! prithee how. cameſt thou fo tranſmogi 
fied, ha? why thou look'ſt like any new-fledg'd Cupid 

Tick, Do 1? away, you flatter; do 1? 

Sir Sig. As. L hope to breathe, your Face ſhines thr, 

our pouder'd Hair, like you know what on a Rarn-doot 
wa froſty morning. N 


I. 
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Del. What a filthy compariſon's there for a man of 
my Coat 7 ä f 

Sir Sig. W bat angry Corpo di me 1 meant no harm. 
Come, ſhall's to a Bonaroba, where thou ſhalt part with 
thy Pupilage, and that of thy Beard together ? 

Tick, How mean you, Sir, a Curtezan and a Romiſh 
Curtezan ? HINT 

Sir Sig. Now my Tutor's up, ha, ha, ha—and e ver is 
when one names a Whore ; be pacify*d, Man, be paci- 
hid, I know thou hat ſt em worſe than Beads or Holy- 
water. 

Tick. Away, you are ſuch another Knight=—but leave 
this naughty diſcourſe, and prepare for your Fencing and 
Civility-Maſters, who are coming, 8 

Sir Sig. Ay when, Governour, when? Oh how I long 
for my Civility-Maſter, that I may learn to out · comple- 
ment all the dull Knights and Squires in Kent, with a 
der vitore Hulichimo No Signiora Belliſſima, baſe le 
Mane de vos Signiora ſcuſa mia Iluſtriſſimo, caſpeto de 
Bacco, and ſo I'll run on, hah Goyernour, hah | won't 
this be pure? ä N / 

Tick, Notably ingenious, I profeſs. _ 

Sir Sig. Well, I'll ſend my Staffierator him incontinente; 
be, FJatk———a—Cazo, what a damned Engliſh 
name is Jack? let me ſee I will call him —610- 
vanni, which is as much as to ſay John lhe Gio 
vanni. 


Enter Jack. | 

Tick, Sir, by your favour, his Enghſh Proteſtant Name 
is John Pepper, and I'll call him by ne'er a Popiſh Name 
in Chriſtendom, 

Sir Sig. I'll call my own man, Sir, by what name I 
pleaſe, Sir; and let me tell you Reverend Mr, Ticłletext, 
I ſcorn to be ſerved by any man whoſe name has not an 
Acho or an Oucho, or ſome Italiano at the end on't—there- 
fore Giovanni Peperacho is the name by which you ſhall 
be diſtinguiſhed and dignify'd heaeaſter. 

Tick, Sir Signal, Sir Signal, let me tell you, that to 
call a man out of his name is unwarrantable, for Peter is 


call'd Peter, and John John; and I'll not ſee the, poor 


Fellow 
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Fellow wrong'd of his Name for ne'er a Giovanni i in 
Rome. 

Sir Sig. Sir, I tell you that one Tralian Name is worth 
two Engliſh Names i in re, and * ve bag e by my 
Civility-Maſter. 

Tick. Who ſhall end the diſpute if be be of my opi- 
nion, 

Sir Sig. Multo voluntiero, which is as much as to lay, 
with all my heart, | 

Jacht. But Sir, my Grandmother wou'd never own me, 
if I ſhould change the curſed Name ſhe gave me with her 
own hands, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Sir Sig. He Beſtia / VII have no more of our Wor- 
ſhip, Sirrah, that old Engliſh Sir Reverence, let me haye 


ou call me Seignior Illuſtriſſimo or Patrona Mea —or— 


Tick. Ay, that I like well enough ; —but hold, ſure 
this is one of your Maſters, 

Enter Petro dreſt like a French Fencing- Maſter. 

Pet, Seignior Barberacho has ſent me to teach you de 
Art of Fencing. 

Sir Sig. Illuſtriſſimo Seignior Mon ſieur, 1. am the Perſon 
who am to learn. | 

Tick. Stay, Sir, ftay——let me ask him ſome few 
queſtions firſt ; for, Sir, 1 have play'd at Back- Sword, 
and cou'd have handled ye a weapon as well as wy Man 
of my time in the Univerſity. 

Sir Sig. Say you ſo, Mr. Tickletext 2 and faith you ſhall 
have a bout with him. | [Tick. gravely goes to Petro. 
Tick, Hum—hum—Mr. Mon ſi _— ay what are the 
Guards that you like beſt? 

Pet, Monſieur eder de Quart or de Terſe, dey be both 
French and Italian: den for your Parades, Degagements, 
your Adyancements, your Eloynements and Retierments, 
dey be de ſame. 

Tick, Cart and Horſe, what new. found inventions and 
words have we here ?——Sir, I wou'd know, whether 

ou like St. George's Guard or not, 

Pet. Alons—Monſrenr, Metteæ vous en Guard : take 
de Flurette. 
Sit Sigh 


= 14 
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Ir Sig. Nay, faith and troth, Governor, thou ſhale 
haye a Rubbers with him. (Tick. ſmiling refuſes. 

Tick, Nay, certo Sir Signal, — and yet you ſnall pre- 
yail ;—well, Sir, come your ways. [Takes the Flurette. 

pet. Set your right foot forward, turn up your hand ſo 
—dat be de Quart —now turn it dus—and that be de 
Ter ſe. 

12 Hocus Pocus, Hickfius Doxius—here be de Cart, 
and here be de Horſe why, what's all this for, hah, Sir. 
— —and where's your Guard all this while? TT 

Sir Sig. Ay, Sir, where's your Guard, Sir, as my 
Governour ſays, Sir, hah ? ere - 

Tick, Come, come, Sir, I muſt inſtruct you, I ſee; 
Come your ways, Sir, 

Pet. Attende, attende une pen. truſt de right hand. 
and de right leg forward together. 

Tick, 1 marry Sir, that's a good one indeed: What 
ſhall become of my Head then, Sir? what Guard have 
I left for that, good Mr, Monſieur, hab ? | 

Pet, Ah, Morbleu, is not dis for every ting? 

Tick, No, marry is not it, Sirz St. George's Guard is 
beſt for the Head whilſt you live — as thus, Sir. | 

08 Dat, Sir, ha, ha dat be de Guard for de Back- 
Sword. Aab 

Tick, Back- ſword, Sir, yes, Back- word, what ſhou'd 
it be elſe? | 

Pet. And dis be de Single Rapier. | 

Tick, Single-Rapier with a Vengeance, there's a weapon 
for a Gentleman indeed; is all this ſtir about Single- 
Napier? 

Pet, Single-Rapier! What wou'd you have for de 
Gentleman, de Cudgel for de Gentleman ? 

Tick, No, Sir, but I wou'd have it for de Raſcally 
Frenchman, who comes to abuſe Perſons of Quality 
with paltry ſingle Rapier,—Single-Rapier ! Come, Sir, 
come put your ſelf in your Cart and your Horſe as 
you call it, and 11 ſhew you the difference. 

OO [Ondreſſes himſelf vill be appears in a ridiculous 

Poſture. | | 
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Pet, Ah, Monſieur, me ſall run you two or three times 
thro the Body, and den you break a me head, what care 
I for dat ?—Pox on his. ignorance. | [Afide, 

Tick. Oh, ho, Sir, do your worſt, Sir, 

They put themſelves into ſeveral Guards, and Tick, 
_ Pet. about the Stage —Enter Gall. Fill, and 
Jul. | 

Pet. Ah Monſieur, Monſieur, will you kill a me? 

Tick. Ah Monſieur, where be your Carts now, and 
your Horſe, Mr. Monſieur, hah?—and your Single. Ra- 
pier, Mr. Monſieur, hab? BY 
Gall, Why how now, Mr. Tickletext, what mortal | 
Wars are theſe? Ajax and Ulyſſes contending for Achilles 
his Armour ? | 

Pet. If I be not reveng'd on him, hang me. [Aſ;e, 

Sir Sig. Ay, why who the Devil wou'd have taken my 
Governor for ſo tall a man of hands? but Corpo de me, 
Mr. Galliard, 1 have not ſeen his Fellow. 

Tick, Ah, Sir, time was, I wou'd have play'd ye a 
Match at Cudgels with e'er a Sophiſter in the College, but 
verily I have forgotten it: but here's an impudent French- 
man, that wou'd haye paſt Single-Rapier upon us. 

Gal. How, nay a my word then he deſerv'd to be 
chaſtis'd fort but now all's at Peace again; pray know 
my Kinſman, Sir Harry Fillamour. 

Sir Sig. To baco les manos, Seignior 1lluſtriſſimo Cava- 
liero, —and yours Seigniors, who are Multo bien Venito, 
Tick. Oh Lord, Sir, you take me Sir—in ſuch a poſ- 
ture, Sir,—as I proteſt I have not been in this many years, 

; [Dreſſing himſelf whilſt he talks, 
Fill. Exerciſe is good for health, Sir. 

Gal. Sir Signal, you are grown a perfect Italian: Well, 
Mr, Tickletext, you will carry him home a moſt accom- 
pliſh'd Gentleman I ſee. RT 

Tick. Hum, verily, Sir, tho I ſay it, for a Man that 
never travell'd before, I think I have done reaſonab| 
well— I' tell you, Sir—it was by my directions and ad- 
vice that he brought over with him, two Engliſh Knives, 
a thouſand of Engliſh Pins, four pair of Jerſey Stockings, 
and as many pair of Buckskin Gloves. BE 

- (7 · ir Sig, 
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Sir Sig, Ay, Sir, for good Gloves you know are very 
ſcarce Commodities in this Country. 
Jul. Here, Sir, at Rome, as you ſay, above all other 
laces. plies 
Tick, Certo, mere hedging-Gloves, Sir, and the clouter- 
leſt SECAINS, wmmananan | 
Fill, Very right, Sir, —and now he talks of Rome. 
Pray, Sir, give me your opinion of the Place—Are there 
not noble Buildings here, rare Statues, and admirable 
Fountains? COSTS, | 
Tick. Your Buildings are pretty Buildings, but not com- 
parable to our Univerſity Building; your Fountains, I 
confeſs, are, pretty Springs, and your Statues reaſonably 
well carv'd — but, Sir, they are ſo antient they are of no 
value: then your Churches are the worſt that ever I ſaw. 
Gal. How, Sir, the Churches, why I thought Rome 
had been famous thro-out all Europe for fine Churches. 
Fil, What think you of St. Peter's Church, Sir? Is it 
not a glorious Structure? Ty 2 
Tick, St. Peter's Church, Sir, you may as well call it 
St. Peter's Hall, Sir; it has neither Pew, Pulpit, Desk, 


Steeple, nor Ring of Bells; and call you this a Church; 


Sir ? No, Sir, 'I'll ſay that for little England, and a fig 
for't, for Churches, eaſy Pulpits, [Sir Sig. ſpeaks, And 
ſleeping Pews,] they are as well ordered as any Churches 
in Chriſtendom ; and finer Rings of Bells, Sir, I am ſure 
were neyer heard, | 7 

Jul. Oh, Sir, there's much in what you ſay. 

Fil, But then, Sir, your rich Altars, and excellent 
Pictures of the greateſt Maſters of the World, your deli- 
cate Muſick and Voices, make ſome amends for the other 
Sa ee 3 

Tick, How, Sir! tell me of your rich Altars, your 
Cuegaws and Trinkets, and Popiſn Fopperies; with a deal 
of Sing · ſong When I ſay, give me, Sir, five hundred 
cloſe Changes rung by a ſet of good Ringers, and I'll not 
exchange em for all the Anthems in Europe: and for the 
wm Sir, they are Superſtition, idolatrous, and flat 

opery. 

El. I'll convince you of that Error, that perſuades you 
harmleſs Pictures are idolatrous. | Tick. 
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Tick, How Sir, how Sir, convince me! talk to me of 
being convinc d, and that in fayour of Popery. ! No, Sir, 
by your fayour I ſhall not be convinc'd: convinc'd quoth 
a !—no, Sir, fare you well, an you be ſor convincing ; 
come away, Sit Signal, fare you well, Sir, fare you well : 
——conyincd! © © [goes our. 
Sir Sig, Ha, ha, ba, ſo now is my Governour gone in 
a Fuſtian-fume : well, he is ever thus when one talks of 
Whoring and Religion: but come, Sir, walk in, and Þ || 
undertake, my Tutor ſhall beg your Pardon, and renounce 
his Engliſh ill-bred Opinion; / nay, his Engliſh Churches 
too—all but his own Vicaridge. - 


Fill, I have better diverſion, Sir, I thank you — come, 


Julio, are you for a Walk in the Garden of Medice; 
Villa, tis hard by fan oo 
Jul. 1/11 wait on you——— _ [Ex. Fill. and Julio! 
Sir Sig, How! in the Garden of AMedices Villa? but, 
barkye, Galliard, will the Ladies be there, the Curtezans, 
the Bona Roba's, the Inamoratas, and the Bell Ingrato's, 
bah? n ne 
Sal. Oh, doubtleſs, Sir. 
Sir Sig. I'll en. bring my Governour thither to beg 
bis Pardon, on purpoſe to get an opportunity to ſee the 
fine Women; it may be I may get a fight of my new 
Miſtreſs, Donna Silvianetta, whom Petro is to bring me 
acquainted with. ; LExeunt, 
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ür Enter Moroſini and Octavio. 


Oct. Heaven I will not eat, nor ſleep, nor pray 
for any thing but ſwift and ſure Revenge, till! 
have found Marcella, that falſe deceiving Beauty, or her 
Lover, my hated Rival Fillamour ; who, wanton in the 
Arms of the fair Fugitive, laughs at my ſhameful eaſineſs, 
and cries, theſe Joys were never meant for tame Oc tavis. 

ET Pars >. 1. Omen 


[Exit Gall, | 
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Enter Crapine. 


of my Nieces yet, Marcella and Cornelia? 
Crap. None, Sir. P 2 
0#. That's wondrous ſtrange, Rome's a place of that 
general Intelligence, methinks thou might'ſt have News of 
ſuch trivial things as Women, amongſt the CardinalsPages 3 
Ill undertake to learn the Religion de ſtato, and preſent 
juncture of all affairs in Italy, of a common Curtezan, 

Mor. Sirrah, Sirrah, let it be your care to examine all 

the Nunneries, for my own part not a Petticoat ſhall e- 
ſcape me, | 

Of. My task ſhall be for Fillamour. - LAſide. 

Mor. Lil only make a viſit to your Siſter Donna Laura 

Lucretia, and deliver her a Letter from my Nephew 
Julio, and return to you preſently, — 4 
l going out, is ſtaid by Octavio. 
Oct. Stay, Sir, defer your viſit to my Siſter Laura, 
ſhe is not yet to know of my being in Town; *tis there- 
fore I have taken a Lodging in an obſcure ſtreet, and am 
reſoly'd never to be my ſelf again till I've redeem'd my 
Honour. Come, Sir, let's walk— 

Enter to them, as they are going out, Marcella and 
Cornelia, dreſd like Curtezans, Philippa, and At» 
tendants. 1 7 

Mor, Stay, ftay, what Women are theſe ? | 

Oct. Whores, Sir, and ſo *tis ten to one are all the 

kind ; only theſe differ from the reſt in this, they ge- 
neroufly own their trade of Sin, which others deal by 
ſtealth in; they are Curtezans. l Exeunt. 

Mar. The Evening's ſoft and calm, as happy Lovers 

Thoughts: | 
And here are Groves where the kind meeting Trees 
Will hide us from the amorous gazing Croud, 
Cor. What ſhould we do there, ſigh till our wander. 
ing Breath | 
Has rais'd a general Gale amongſt the Bcughs ; 
To whoſe dull melancholy Muſick we, 
Laid on a Bed of Moſs, and new-fallen Leaves, 
Vil read the diſmal tale of Echo's Love! 


Mor. How now, Crapine! What, no News, no News. | 


No 
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| Mar 
— No, I can make better, uſe of famous 0vid, om t 
25 : "ana a little Book from ber. 7 
And prithee what a pox have we to do with Trees, loent, 
Flowers, Fountains, or naked Statues ? | my ete 

Mar. But prithee mad Cornelia, let's be grave ang MW cor 
Wiſe, at leaſt enough to think a little. we m⸗ 


Cor. On what? your Engliſh Cavalier Fillamour, of WM Honeſ 
whom you tell ſo many dull tories of his making Loye! MW thro a 


Oh how I hate a civil whining Coxcomb-! _. | ruth, 
Mar, And ſo do I, Fl therefore think of him no more, MW fome 
Cor. Good Lord! what a damnable wicked thing is a d 
Virgin grown up to Woman. & Pridep 
Mar. Why, art thou ſuch a Fool to think I love this WW 1: 
Fillamour ? | Crouc 
Cor. It may be not at Rome, but at Viterbo, where WM Cbarn 
Men are ſcarce, you did; and did you follow him to Rome, WM to ſon 
to tell him you cou'd love no more? | Co1 
_ Mar. A too forward Maid, Cornelia, hurts her own WW fond 
Fame, and that of all her Sex. M, 
Cor, Her Sex] a pretty conſideration, by my Youth; WW quent 
an Oath I ſhall not violate this dozen years: my Sex WW from 
ſhou'd excuſe me, if to preſerye their Fame they expected WE have 
I ſhould ruin my own Quiet; in chuſing an ill-fayourd i co 
. Husband, ſuch as Octavio, before a young handſome W haye 
Lover, ſuch as you fay Fillamour is, role 
Alar. I wou d fain perſuade my ſelf to be of thy mind, WM © gi 
but the World, Cornelia —— | f founc 
Cor. Hang the malicious World | of D 
Mar. And there's ſuch Charms in Wealth and Honour If the 5 


too. | tels, 

Cor. None half ſo powerful as Love, in my opinion; bie 
*slife, Siſter, thou art beautiſul, and haſt a Fortune too, I ein 
which before I wou'd lay out upon ſo ſhameful a pur- ¶ acco 
chaſe as ſuch a Bedfellow for life as Octavio, I wou'd turn WE fore 
errant keeping Curtezan, and buy my better Fortune. IM our 
Mar. That Word too ſtartles me. | 

Cor. What Curtezan ! why, tis a noble Title, and has WW fo h 
more Votaries than Religion; there's no Merchandize WW Man 
like ours, that of Love, my Siſter : ——and can you be C. 
frighted with the Vizor, which you your ſelf put on ? 


Mar. 
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Mar. Twas the only Diſguiſe that cou'd ſecure us 
fom the ſearch of my Uncle and Octavio. Our Brother 


julio is by this too arriv'd, and I know they'll all be di- 


gent. —and ſome Honour I was content to ſacrifice to 
my eternal Repoſe, 5 
Cor. Spoke like my Siſter. ! a little impertinent Honour, 
je may chance to loſe, tis true; but our down: right 
Honeſty I perceive you are reſolv'd we ſhall maintain 
thro all the dangers of Love and Gallantry; tho to ſay 
rath, 1 find enough to do, to defend my Heart againlt 


ſome of thoſe Members that nightly ſerenade us, and 


daily ſhow themſelves before our Window, gay as young 
pridegrooms, and as full of expectation. | 

Mar, But is't not wondrous, that amongſt all theſe 
Crouds we ſhould not once ſee Fillamour ? I thought the 
Charms of a fair young Curtezan might have oblig d him 
to ſome Curioſity at leaſt, 

Cor, Ay! and an Engliſh Cavalier too, a Nation fo 
fond of all new Faces. | 

Mar. Heaven, if I ſhou'd never ſee him, and I fre- 
quent all publick Places to meet him ! or if he be gone 
from Rome, if he have forgot me, or ſome other Beauty 
have emyloy'd his Thoughts ! | 

Cor. Why; if all theſe it's and or's come to paſs, we 
have no more to do than to advance in this fame giorious 
Profeſſion, of which now we only ſeem to be—in which, 
to give it its due, there are a thouſand Satisfactions to be 
found, more than in a dull virtuous Life: Oh the world 
of Dark-Lanthorn-Men we ſhould have! the Serenades, 
the Songs, the Sighs, the Vows; the Preſents, the Quar- 
tels, and all for a Look or a Smile, which you have been 
hitherto ſo covetous of, that Petro ſwears our Lovers be- 
vin to ſuſpect us for fome honeſt Jilts; which by ſome is 
accounted much the leuder ſcandal of the two : — there- 
fore I think faith, we muſt e*en be kind a little to redeem 
our Reputations. | 

Mar, However we may railly, certainlv there's nothing 
ſo hard to Woman, as to expoſe her ſelf to villainous 
Man, 


Cor. Faith, Siſter, if *twere but as eaſy to ſatisfy the 
4 
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nice ſcruples of Religion and Honour, 1 ſhould find 0 
great Difficulty in the reſt——Befides, another Argument 
J have, our Mony's all gone, and without a Miracle cin 
hold out no longer honeſtly, _-. 

| Mar, Then we muſt ſell our Jewels. _ 

Cor. When they are gone, what Jewel will you part 
With next ? 1 5 

Mar. Then we muſt—— 

Cor. What, go home to Viterbo, ask the old Gentleman 
n and be receiv'd to Grace again, you to the Em- 
braces of the amiable Octavio, and I to St. Tereſa's, to 
Whiſtle thro a Grate like a Bird in a Cage, — for I ſhall have 
little heart to ſing. But come, let's leave this (ad 
talk, here's Men—let's walk and gain new Conqueſt, 1 
love it dearly——  _ [Walk down the Garden, 

Enter Gall. Fill. and Jul. ſee the Women. 

Gal. Women! and by their garb for our purpoſe too 
they're Curtezans, let's follow 'em. 

Fil. What ſhall we get by gazing but Diſquiet ? If they 
are fair and honeſt, we look, and perhaps may ſigh in 
vain; if beautiful and looſe, they are not worth regard. 
ing. | 
Gal. Dear notional Knight, leave your ſatirical Fop- 
peries, and be at leaſt good-humour'd, and let's follow 
them. 5 | 

Jul. I'll leave you in the Purſuit, and take this Oppor- 
tunity to write my Uncle word of my Arrival; and Wait 
on you here anon, | | 

Fil, Prithee do ſo: hah, who's that with ſuch an Equi. 
page? [Exit Julio, Fil. and Gal. going after. Marcela 

and Cor. meet juſt entring, Laura with her 
Equipage, dreſt like a Man. | 

Gal. Pox, let the Tradeſmen ask, who cringe ſor ſuch 
gay Cuſtomers, and follow us the Women! | 
Exit Fil. ang Gal. down the Scene, Lau. looking after em. 

Lau. Tis he, my Cavalier, my Conqueror: Anion, 
let the Coaches wait. — and ſtand at diſtance all: No, 
Silvio, on thy Life forget my Sex and Quality, forg@p) 
uſeleſs name of Laura Lucretia, and call me Count o 

Sil. What, Madam * 1 5 


[1 La, 


Nt 
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Lau. Madam ah fooliſh Boy, thy feminine Courage 
will betray us all: bu: call me Count | 
———and tell me, Silvio, bow. is it T appear ? 

How doſt thou like my Shape my Face and Dreſs ? 
My Mien and Equipage, may I not paſs for Man? 
Looks it en Prince and Maſculine ? | | 

Sil, Now as I live, you look all over what you wiſh, 
and ſuch as will beget a Reyerence and Envy in the Men, 
and Paſſion in the Women. But what's the Cauſe of all 
this Transformation? Tam 

Lau. Love! Love! dull Boy, cou'dſt thou not gueſs 
twas Love ? that dear Engle/e I muſt enjoy, my Silvio. 

Sil, What, he that adores the fair young Curtezan ? * 

Lan. That very be; my Window joins to hers, and 

___ *twas with Charms pt + ab, 
Which he? ad prepar'd for her, he took this Heart, 

Which met the welcome Arrows in their flight, 
And ſav'd her from their Dangers. 

Oft I've return'd the Vows he'as made to her, 

And ſent him pleas'd away; 3 

When thro the errors of the Night, and diſtance, 
He has miſtook me for that happy Wanton, 
And gave me Language of ſo ſoft a Power, 

As ne'er was breath'd in vain to liſtning Maids, 

S:1, But with Permiſſion, Madam, how does this Change 
of Petticoat for Breeches, and ſhifting Houſes too, ad- 
yance that Love? | 

Lau. This Habit, beſides many Opportunities twill give 
me of getting into his acquaintance, ſecures me too from 
being known by any of my Relations in Rome: then [ 
have changed my Houſe for one ſo near to that of Silvi- 
znetta's, and ſo like it too, that even you and I have 
oft miſtook the entrance; by which means Love, Fortune 
or Chance, may with my Induſtry contrive ſome kind Mif- 
take that may make me happier than the reſt of Woman. 
kind, | | OTE 

Sil, But what ſhall be reſerv'd then for Count Julio, 
whoſe laſt Leters promiſe his Arrival within a Day or two, 
ind whom you're then to marry ? Ns, 

Lau, Reſery'd for him! a Wife! a Wife, my Silvio, 
That unconcern'd domeſtick Neceſſary, | 


Who 
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Who rarely brings a Heart, or takes it ſoon away, | 
Sil. But then your Brother, Count Octavio, do you not 


pf Ch: 


$i | fear bis 3 mrerru! 
th Lau. Octavio Oh, Nature has ſet his So ; Gal, 
409 And I can know no Fear but where I love. q 9 ons d 
| Sil. And then that thing which Ladies call their Honour * WH Cor. 
Tau. Honour, that hated Idol, even by thoſe * Won: 
That ſet it up to worſhip! No, ET dom 
1 have a Soul, my Boy, and that's all Love; hare 
And I'll the Talent which Heaven lent improve. Gal. 
| es) [Going out, meets Marcella and Cornelia db 
+1," r follow'd by Gal. and Fil. 1d we 
19418 Si]. Here be the Curtezans, my Lord. 0 Cor, 
"8.4 Lau. Hah, Silvianetta and Euphemza \ purſu'd too b p cif 
my Cavalier! I'll round the Garden, and mix my ſelf 4- Gal, 
mongſt em. [Exit with her Train, WR" 
Mar. Prithee, Siſter, let's retire into the Grove, to a. nite! 
void the 3 of theſe Cavaliers. ”_ 
Cor. Not I, by theſe killing Eyes! I'll ſtand my gre tion, 
were there a Hoe”, all * with egen, 19 1 - ſay 
Mar. Hah— now on my Conſcience yonder's F- fo 
Cor. Ha! Fillamour / J I Ra. {NO Me 0 
Mar. My Courage fails me at the ſight of him. * 
muſt retire. | 1 hon, 
Cor. And I'N to my Art of Love. the c 
{Mar, retires, and leans againſt a Tree, Cor, walls en 
about reading. | Cer, 
Gal, *Tis ſhe, *ts Silvianeria 5 Piithee advance a 
| thou mayſt behold her, and renounce all honeſt Wonen, $a, 
wil. ſince in that one young Sinner there are Charms that te ch 
1 wou'd excuſe even to thee all frailty. | | | 0 wel 
- Fil, The Forms of Angels cou'd not reconcile me core 
14 To Women of her Trade. Id eye 
it | Gal. This is too happy an Opportunity, to be loſt in N 
'Y convincing thy Singularity, — [Gal. goes bowing by the Fl, « 
FPS ide of Cornelia. Fil. walks about in the Scene. n; 
4 —f Creatures ſo fair and charming as your ſelf, had any 
4 | need of Prayer, I ſhou'd believe by your profound Atten- Gal, : 
tion you were at your Evening's Devotion. fi, 
Cor. That you may find your Miſtake in the opinion of * 
; | la; 


m vor. 
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Charms, pray believe I am fo, and ought not to be 

erupted. MAESTRO TI HEE TY ASE $1.5 b 
| Ti 1 hope a Man may have leave to make his Deyos. 
oss by you, at leaſt without Danger or Offence, _ 
Cor. 1 know not that, I have reaſon to fear your Deyo- 
on may be ominous ; like a blazing Star, it comes but 
Hom, but ever threatens miſchief.——Pray Heaven, 
hare not in the Calamity. © 
Gal. Why, I confeſs, Madam, my Fit of Zeal does 
attake me oſten; but when it does, tis very harmleſs 
4 wondrous hearty.ommm—_—_ OO 
Cor, You may begin then, 1 ſhall not be ſo wicked as 
v diſturb your Oriſons, 1 
Gal, Wou'd I cou d be well aſſur' d of that, for mine's 
wotion of great Neceſſity, and the Bleſſing I pray for 
finitely concerns me; therefore in chriſtian Charity keep 
mn your Eyes, and do not ruin a young Man's good In- 
ations, unleſs they wou'd agree to ſend kind Looks, 
id ſave me the expence of Prayer. | 
Cir, Which wou'd be better laid out, you think, upon 
me other Bleſſing. By 
Gal, Why faith tis good to have a little Bank upon oc. 
lon, tho 1 hope 1 ſhall have no great need hereafter, — 
he charming Sil vianetta be but kind, tis all I ask of 
aren, 2 | 
Cir, You're very well acquainted with my Name, I 


Gal, Your Name! tis all I have to live on! 

ke cheat ful Birds, tis the firſt Tune I ſing, 

o welcome in the Day: , 

tGroves repeat it, and the Fountains purle it, 

d every pretty Sound that fills my Ear, 

uns all to Siluianetta. ¶ Fil. looks awhile on Marcella. 
Fil. Galliard, look there look on that lovely Wo- 
In; "tis Marcella, the beautiful Marcella. 1 


| [Offers to run to her, Gal, holds him. 
Gal. Hold! Marcella! where? | -) 


fit, That Lady there; didſt ever fee her equal? 

Gal, Why faith, as you ſay, Harry, that Lady is bet 
and, make us thankful——kind ; why *tis Eupbe- 
RK 2 
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mia, Sir, the very Curtezan wou'd haye. ſhew'd ou 
Fil. Forbear, Tan not 2 for Mirth. N 2 22 | 
Cal. Nor I in Humour to make you merry; 

Itellje - yonder Woman——is, a Curte zun. OY Fl 
Fil, Do not profane, nor rob Heayen Saint. 
Gal. Nor you rob Mankind of ſuch a Bl ing, by giving 


es C 
pon 


fine deſirable expenſive Whore, 
ws M. 


Fil. By Heaven it cannot be! II! ſpegk to her, and call 
her my Marcella, and undeceive thy leud Opinion. 

ers to go, he holds him, 

Gal. Do, ſalute her in 75 Company. for an honeſt 
Woman do, and ſpo her Markets — "twill be: 

pretty civil ſpireful Compliment, and no doubt well ta- 

ken ; come, I' convince ye, Sir. 

[Goes and pulls Philippa 

— Harkye, thou, kind Help meet for Man thou gentle 

Child of Night—what, is the Price of a Night or two of 

Pleaſure wi. Þ yonder Lady —Eupbriia, I mea thay Rox 


man Curtezan , | : 

El. Oh Heavens! a 2 1 

Phil. Sure you're a great Stranger in Rome, 'thar cangorl 
tell her Price. 

Gal, I am ſo; name it, prichee, here? SA young Engliſh 
Purchaſer.____Come forward, Man, and cheapen foryoud 
ielf — „ I Polls bin. 

Phil. Oh Pw you pains, * wants no Cuſtomers.— 

i. '{ Flangs away, 

Fil, No, no, it cannot; muſt not be Marcel ; 5 8 
She has too much Divinity about her, bs "ves 
Not to defend her from all Imputation, * 
Scandal wou'd die to hear her Name pronounc 4. * i 80 

Phil. Believe me, Madam, he knows you not; I over py ef 
heard all he ſaid to that Cee find bels muchi . pn 
love. W, in 

Aar. Not know me, and in love! puniſh bi Heayer 1 
for his Falſnood: but 1 Il coniribute to deceive him on **** 
and ruin him with Perjury. gr & 

Fil. 1 am not yet convinc'd, 1 It ery her farther, [ Gu uf 


—But, Madam, is that heavenly Beau 


to her lo wing. En. 
pure 
0 
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qchaſable? Ill pay a Heart, rich with nere and 
Fames | 

Gal. Not forgetting the Mony too, good Lad, our 

ſounds and Flames will be of Hap Ofc. 19 yo 
Gal. goes 10 Cornelia, 

Mar. He tells you Truth, Sir, we ate not like the La- 
of your Country, who tire out their Men with loving 
don the ſquare, Heart for Heart, till. it becomes as dull 
; Matrimony : to Women of our Profeſſion there's. an 
thetorick like ready Mony, nor — like Bills of 
Ixchange. , ! 42 

Fil, Oh ! that Heaven — d 1 two 12 ſo re- 
:mbling,, and yet ſuch different Souls. [ Loobs on her. 

death, how ſhe darts me thro with every Look! 
Int if ſhe ſpeak, ſhe heals the Wound again. 

Enter Octavio, with Followers. 

Oct. Hah, my Rival Fillamour here! fall on draw, 
and ay, I gave you one Advantage wore, and 
kaght thee fairly. 

[Draws on Fil. who fo hts him out; the Ladies run 
off; Gal. falls on the Followers, with whom 
whilſt he is engag d, enters Julio, draws and -aſ- 
fiſts him; and Laura at the ſame time on the o- 
ther (ide, Enter Petro dreſt like a Civility- Maſter; 
Sir Signal and Tickletext + Sir Signal climbs @ 
Tree, Tick. runs his Head into a Buſh, and lies 
on his Hands and Knees. Pet. aſſiſts Gal. and 
firhts out the Bravoes, Pet. re- enters. 

Lau. Hah, my Cavalier eng aged amongſt the Slayes! 
Pet, My Lady's Lovers! and ſet upon by Octavio { 
re mult, be diligent in our Affairs: Sir 8 where are 
Je f sies Tichlecext,—l hope they haye not miſcarried 
u the fray, 

Sir Sig Oh vos Servitor, vos Signiora; nie 
0, the Fool has Wit enough to keep out of harm's'way. 

It [Comes down from the Tree. 
nl {+ Oh very diſcreetly done, Seignior. 
[Sees Tick, in a buſh, pulls him out by the heels. 


„ir Sig. Why how now, Goyernour, what afraid of 


uVords? * 


0 : R 2 Tel. 
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Enter Gal. em 


Tick, No, Sir, I am not afraid of Swords 
arid of bee, LIL 


Fil. looks about. 
Gal. This Bravery, Sir, was wondrous. 
4% Ten, och Juſtice, Sir, you being oppret wt 
+ | 


Fil. She's gone, ſhe's gone in Triumph with my Soul. 


. 7 What was the matter, Sir? how came this Mit. 
chief ? | 9 
Fil. Oh eaſily, Sir 3 I did but look, and infinitely lo- 


yed, 

Jul. And therefore were you drawn upon, or was i 
ſome old Pique? 
Fil. I know not, Sir, Oh tell me not of Quarrels, 
The Woman, Friend, the Woman has undone me. 


Gal. Oh a bleſſed Hearing! I'm glad of the Reforma- 
non: Sir, Jo" were ſo queamiſn, forſooth, that a Whore 
wou'd not down with ye; no, twou'd ſpoil your Repu-$ 


1 


tation. | 
Fil. A ' Whore! wou'd I cou'd be convinc'd ſhe were 


fo ; *twou'd call my Virtue home, and make me Man 2 
ain. 
. Gal. Thou ly'ſt—thou'rt as weak a Brother as the 


beſt of us, and believe me, Harry, theſe ſort of Damſels | 


are like Witches, if they once get hold of a Man, he's 


their own till the Charm be ended; you gueſs What that 


is, Sir. 5 8 
Fil. Oh, Frank, hadſt thou then felt how tenderly ſhe 
preſt my Hand in hers, as if ſhe wou'd have kept it there 
for ever, it wou'd have made thee mad, ſtark mad in 
Love !—— and nothing but Marcella cou'd have charm'd 
me. | Ale. 
Gal. Ay, Gad, I' warrant thee, well, thou ſhalt 


this Night enjoy her, 


= 


Fil. How? 
Gal. How ! why faith Harry, een the old way, I know 


no other. Why thou ſhalt lie with her, Man; come, 
lers to her. 
Fil. Away, let's follow her inſtantly. 
8 ü [Going out is flopt by Sir vo 
8 7 Th. ter 


racing Laura; after em, Julio and Fil. 
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Enter Sir Sig. Tick. Petro, 

Sir Sig. Seignior, 1 have brought Mr. Tickletext to beg 
our Pardon Sir. | | 

Fil. I've other buſineſs, Sir, wo | Goes our, 

Gal. Come, let's follow him ; and you my generous 
2 muſt give me leave to beg the Honour of your 
friendſhip. : 

Lan. My Inclinations, Sir, have giyen you more 
ny let me wait on you to your Lodgings, leſt a farther 
lalolence ſhou'd be offer'd you. 

Gal, Sir, you oblige roo faſt. | [They go out. 

dir Sig. Ah che Diavilo Ayles, theſe hot-brain'd d 
bws, ſure they're drunk. 

pet. Oh fy Seignior, drunk, for a Man of Quality 
is intolerable,” 

Sir Sigg, Ay: why how ſo, Seignior Morigoroſo? 

Pet. Imbriaco had made it 4 fine Speech indeed, 

Sir Sig. Why faith, and fo it had, as thus, ach Diavi- 
UAyles theſe are hot-brain'd Fellows, ſure they are im- 
lriaco. Now. wou'd not I be drunk for a thouſand 
Crowns : Imbriaco ſounds Cinquante per cent better. 
(ome, noble Seignior, let's andiamo a (aſa, whichis as 
mach as tO ſay, let's amble home. 

Tick, In troth, wondrous expert Cerſo Seignior, 


es an apt Scholar. 


Sir Sig. Ah, Sir, you ſhall ſee, when I come to my 
Civilities. 
pet. Where the firſt Leſſon you ſhall learn, is, how to 
vive and how to receive with a Bon- Grace. | 
Tick, That receiving Leſſon I will learn my ſelf. 
pet. This unfrequented part of the Garden, Seignior, 
kill fit our purpoſe as well as your Lodgings,—fuſt then 
— Seigniors, your Addreſs. 
[ Puts himſelf in the middle. 
[Petro bows on both ſides, they do the like, 
Very well, that's at the Approach of any Perſon of 
Quality, after which you muſt take out your Snuff. Box. 
Sir Sig. Snuff-Box 3 why we take no Snuff, Seignior. 
Pet, Then Sir, by all means you muſt learn: for, bes 
ldes the Mode and Gravity of it, it inyiyeates the Peri- 
N 3 cranium; 


* 


294 The Frign'd Curte xans; or, 


cranium ; that is, fapientates the Brain,.—— that is, 3 
- ſpires Wit, Thought, Invention, Underſtanding, ail. har 
the like - you conceive me, Seignior— _ Boum — 
Sr Sig. Moſt profoundly,” Seigniors, — 2 A Boni Thi 
Pet. Then Seigniors, it keeps you. in cConfidendM wit 
and Countenance ; and whilſt you gravely ſeem 40 tale s 
fnuſh, you gain time to anſwer to the purpoſe, and Z 
a politick Poſture as thus. to any intricate Que tha 
J —8 . of t 
Tick, Hum certo I like that well; and te 8 
admirable if a Man were allow'd to take it when he's d 1 
in's Sermon, „„ Ä; bs. OO 8 
Pet. Doubtleſs, Seignior, you might, it helps the M pre 
mory better than Roſemary: therefore I have bro 12 
each of you a Snuft-Box. 2 i 
Sir Sig. By no means: excuſe me Seignior. * abc 

6} | [Refuſes to tale: 1 
Pet. Ab Baggatelles, Seignior, Baggatelles ; and noi s 
Seigniors, FI! teach you how to take it with a han dq Co. 
Grace: Seignior, your Hands——and yours, SeignioM Art 
TLays Snuff en their hand.] — fo, no draw yo 7 
hand to and fro under your Noſes, and ſnuff it hard up- of 
Excellent well, {They daub all their Noſes, and na 7 
| Grimaces, and ſneeze. bety 
Sir Sig. Methinks, Seignior, this Snuff ſtinks mol cith 
damnably: pray what fcent do you call this? J 
Pet. Cackamarda Orangate, a rare Perfume I'll aflu by, 

e . 1 5 I 
: Sir Sig. Cackamarda Orangate; and were not for til recs 
Name of Cackamarda, and ſo forth, a Man had as gef 7 
have a Sir-reyerence at his Noſe, Cor 
[Sneezes often, he crys bonprovach plet 

Pet. Bonprovache Seignior, you do not unde to x: 
ſtand it yet, bonprovache. whe 
Sir Sig. Why Sir, *tis impoſſible to endure this ſam ſhin 
Cackamarda; why Aſſafetida is odoriferous to it. | Sneexn;ll s 
Pet. Tis your right Dulce Piquante, believe me: bre: 
but come, Seigniors, wipe your Noſes, and proceed 1 7 
your giving Leſſon, * 
Sir Sig, As how, Seignior ? civi 
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pet. . me with ſomething that — 
Diamond on yout Finger, _—_— the manner of giving 
handſomlye! ee rn [Sir Sig. gives it him. 
— 4 fie, ori your Finger and 
Thumb — thus — with your other fingers aza dftance — 
with a ſpeech, and a bow. 
Sir Sig. Iluſtriſſimo Seignior, the manifold Oblizatione, 
Pet, Now a fine turn of your 'hand——thus——O! 
that ſets off the Preſent, and makes it ſparkle in the Eyes 


of the Receiver. [ ir Sig. turns his hand. 
Sir Sig. Which you have heap'd upon me. 
Pet. There flouriſh again. [He flouriſher. 


Sir Sig. Obliges me to beg your acceptance of this \{mall 
Preſent, which will receive a double Luſtre from your fair 
Hand. pol 4 Nee 386 [Gives 3 it him. 

Pet. Now kiſs your fingers ends, and retire- -vack with 
abo. 

T ick.—Moſt admirably e. d. | 

Sir Sig. Nay, Sir, 1 have Docity in me, tho I fag t: 
Come Governor, let's ſee: o can out · do me in the 
Art of preſentin 

Tick, 'Well, $i, ir, come; Out Sn Box will we inſtead 
of my Ring, will it not ? 

pet. By no means, Sir, chere is fach a certain kari? 1 
between a Finger and a Ring, that no Preſent becontes 
either the giving or the receiving Hand half ſo well. 

Sir Sig. Why, will be e 1 71 is but to * 


Pet. Ay, Scignior, he next ching you a are o leon Ws to 
receive. | 

Tick, Kot worchy Seiginion; 1 Ae fo exhayſte the 
Cornucopia of your'Favours, {Fiouriſhes}—and taſted Jo 
1 plenteonſly of the ſulneſs of your bounteous Liberalicy, — 
ll to retaliate with this ſmall Gem—is but to offer a Spark, 
where I have received a Beam of ſuperabundant Sun- 
Ou ſhine, Give it. 
7; Sir Sig. Moſt: rherorically Potforin'dy as 1 * its to 

breathe 4 Tropes and Figures all Warn WT 

ic. 'Oh Lord, Sir Sigl. 

Per. Excellent. Now let's ſee if you can refuſe as 
ayilly as you gave, which is by an obſtinate denial ; ſtand 
N 4. both. 


_(fart)—uBe bacio—(lean)—Neinte—(far)—at laſt he begs 
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h together Illuſtrious Seignior 
my little Metit has not en — G 1 


ſplendid an Offering; Trophies Sir d 
pour — 9 — Vt - — 1 Wü a 1 
Sir Sig. Ah, Seignior, no, no. | Tick 
Pet. Seignior Tickletext. - hg 2 | 7 that by 
IBERIA £ ¶ He offers, they reſuſe going backw (1s l 
| Tick, Nay, certo 5 — Ye jy * : * Pet. 
Pet. With what confidence can I receive ſo rd 1 
3 71 Seignior Tickeltext, ah. Seignior | 7h 
Dir Sig. 1 vow Seignior I' i: Ic + 
| offer in. * _— ee e Pet 
Tick, In verity, fo am I. [LSrill going back, he follow 5 
Vet. Pardio Baccus, moſt in comparable. die 
Tick. But when, Seignior, are we to learn to receiye delle 
again? — + pe 4 Tic 
Pet. Ob, Sir, that's always a Leſſon of it ſelf - 
dow, Seigniors, I'll teach you how to act a ſtory, (8ap! 
Sir Sig. How, how, Seignior, to act a ſtory 3 eint 
Pet. Ay, Sir, no matter for words or ſenſe, ſo the Body ”* 
perform iis part well. „ e 4 The Tu 
Sir Sig. How, tell a ory without words! why this were nec 
an excellent device for Mr. Tickel:ext, when hes to bold. Sir 
forth to the Congregation, and has Joſt his Sermon · Notes he 
——why this is wonderful, _ 
Pet. Oh, Sir, I have taught it Men born deaf [Gu Ty 
between em : Makes a ſign of being fat ; galloping about | do 
the Stage.) and blind: —iook ye, ſtand cloſe together, dg, 


and obferve—cloſer yet: certain Eclejaſtico, Plump 
and Rich Riding along the Road, meets à Paper 
ſtrapiao, —un Payaro ſtrapiao, Paure ſtrapiao:— ſtrapiao 
[Purs himſelf into the Poſture of alean Beggar ; his hand: 
right down by his ſides, — and picks both their Pocktts, 
Elemoſuna per un Paure ſtrapiao, par a Moure de Dievos 
at Jaſt he begs a Julio—Neinte (makes the far Biſhop.) | the 
then the Paure ſtrapiao begs a Mezo J ulio-(lean) Neinte bart 


his Bleſſing and ſee how willingly. the Eccleſiaſtic Sl 
gave his Benediction. [Opening his Arms, hits them bot 
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1 the face. Scuſa ſcuſa mea Patrona's— 
| [ Beg? their pardon. 

Sir Sig. Yes, very willingly, which by the way he had 
iever done had it been worth a farthing. | 

Tick. Marry, I wou'd he had been a little ſparing of 
hit too at this time—(ſ/neezes) a ſhame on't, it has ſtir'd 
his ame Cackamarda again moſt foully, | 

pet. Your pardon, Seignior 3 but come, Sir Sig- 
let's ſee how you will make this ſilent relation 
Come, ſtand between us two. 

Sir Sig. Nay, let me alone for a memory - come. 

Pet. I think I have reveng'd my Backſword - beating. 

| * [Goes offs 
dir dig. Un paureo ſtarpado — plump and rich——no, no, the 
ecleſiaſtico meet un paureo ſtrapado—and begs the Julio. 

Tick, Oh no, Sir, the Patna 1 begs the Julio, 

Sir Sig, Ay, ay, and the Eecleſaſtico crys Neinte 
(naps his wail.) un meze Julio! —Neinte — un Bacio, 
Neinte ; your Bleſſing then Seignior Eceleſaſtico. 

[preads out his Arms o give his bleſſng—and hits Tick. 

Tick. Adds me, you are a little too liberal of this ſame 
benedition, 

Sir Sig. Hah—but where's Seignior Morigeroſo? what, 
5 he gone ?- but now I think on't, tis a point of good 
manners to go without taking leave. 

Tick. It may be ſo, but I wiſh I had my Ring again, 
| do not like the giving Leſſon without the taking one; 
yby, this is picking a Man's Pocket, certo. | 

Sir Sig. Not ſo, Governour, for then I had had a con- 
ec iderable loſs 5 Look ye here,———how-——( feeling in his 
0 Pocket.) how—(iz another) how—gone ? as I live, my 
4; Money, Goyernour 3 all the Gold Barberacho receiy d 
„of wy Merchant to day -＋AIall gone. 

s ick. Hah—and mine — all my ſtock, the Money which 
bought to have made a preſent to the Gentlewoman, 
e berberacho was to bring me ro—(Aſide.)—Undone, un- 
0 done Villains, Cutpurſes Cheats, on, run after him. 

ir Sig. A Pox of all ſilent ſtories; Rogue, Thief 
th undone. ä s | Exeunt. 
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Aar, I am like to give a blefled account of 0 
el 


their 

new 

ACTIL SCENE L 7 

0 

Nob 

Enter Julio and his 2 M 

Pl h 

Jul. OW, thi Lady whom ! followed from St. Peter's J. 

Church a Curtezaan? brand 

Pax, A Curtezan, my Lord, fair as the Mortiing, pd 41 

as young, : 

Jul. [ know ſhe's fair and young; but is ſhe to be J. 

bad, M 
Pag. A Lord, ſhe is——her Footman told me ſh 

was A Zittella. 55 

Jul. How a Zittella !—a Virgin, . is i mpoſſible. N. 

Pag. I cannot ſwear i it, Sir,” but lo 058 told me; be J. 

fad e had a World of Lovers: Her name i is Silwianit A. 

Sir, and her Lodgings— a in e 

Jul. I know't, are on the Corſo; a Ce ö ? an{Micd t 

2a Zittella too ? a pretty contradiction: but I'll bate hedftim, 

the laſt, ſo I might enjoy her as the firſt ; Whate er th own | 

price be, I'm reſolved - the adventure; and will th" a 

minute prepare my elf. (Going off, Enters Mor. anW! he. 

Octa. hah does the Light deceive me, or is that indeedM'-, v 

my Uncle, in earneſt conference with 4 Cavalier uber, 

he I' ſtep aſide till he” s past, left be "hinders 55 Fu 

= 1A 

Night's diverſion, ' [Goes 4 Depe: 

© Mor. I ſay was raſnly done, to che him unexa 10 —Co 

Oct. I need not ask ; my Realot has inform'd me Ind! 

and Im convinc'd, where · e er he has concealed her, chal 04 

me is fled with Fillamour. n | And 1 

Jul. Who is't they ſp eak of? Tu 

Mor. Well, well, fue my at lte * 4 

horrid crime againſt Nature, that ſhe ſent this Peſt o b 

Woman - kind into our Famijy, o Nieces for That 

ſhare; by Heaven, A Proportion "fafficient to undo Vain 

Lx Generations. : ant 

Jul. Hah! two Nieces, what of them ? [A dt, 4 


5 Woe 
oy Rt” IE, 
their Brother Julio my Nephew, t his terur; b 2 2 
new plague. now but — ort 18 i a er mad, 
and there's an end on boos 
Jul. My Curiofity muſt be _ have Paticaee, 
Noble Sir. 


„ ITT if) 811272 > Son vi 
Mor. Patience is a gatteref, —4 115 as, Sie z an 


Sit, 7 


ll have none on't—hab, oy at art f 
Years 


Jul. 5185 five, Ne ix 5 
france, — 0. ig? a 1 
ö Mor... J br, 889 met 825 ab; tot y . 
We this 20 fete 
%ul; Vide Sir? n en oe If 


Mor. Your Siſters, __ 2 5 A rs "ite Wige 


Wc 150 oy 2 rem 


k 


3 ; fo. 
Jul, How gone, Sit 2 1 
Mor. Run away, Sir, tov, CY _ oy 45s of 
Jul. Heavens! Which wa ens 
Mor, Nay, who can tell the Ways F Rl Won 
n ort, Sir, your Siſter Marcella Was to have deen wa 
tied to this noble Gentlemen, — na was cotricted tg 9 
tim, fairly contracted to him, fairly: contract di | 
own Chapel; but no Tooner was his back 125 We. 
Min a pernicious Moon. light n' ght. g mewys me a fair [pair 
ne! feels, with a young Bagy 1 e, your othet Siſter Coc he- 
geln l, who was jull come 2 55 108 Monaltery” whete I bred | 
ai ber, to ſee her Siſter married, , 
his Jul. A curſe upon the Sec!“ why chat Mattes ex 
* Depend upon their Frailty? ws _ OY 
e -Come—give me but any li ght Viet we they went, 
e lad 1 will fate em Wit har” rarefuf VEngednre=—, 
ll 24. Spoke like a Man, that underſtands bis konour; 
und I can gueſs how we may 75 the Fugicives, 8 | 
al. Oh flame it quickly,” Sir? 
vs Thets was a you litt adde Uribe, 
abo 1 confeſs had Garne Heaven has denied to ale, 
Mat Trifle, Beauty, Which Was made rn { 
an fooliſh Woman, which the braye and wiſe „d 1 
Want leiſure to defign.. & 5-5 | ul | | 
Jul, And What of him? 35 
0:7, This fine gay thing came in your Siter s Way, _ | 
made 


15 " 


. - 1 . * 


* — Oh Fillamour, I have heard - fuch PS, nen 


May Cowards point me out for one of their tame Herd. 
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made that Conqueſt Nature meant ſuch Fools for: VI! 

So ſhe's fled wich bim. 
|. Oh, ſhow me the Man, the daring hardy Villain, 

Bring me bu in the view of my e if L fa | 

hes Bu 

Brand me with everlaſtivg Infamy. . Th 

* Off. That ve mult leave to Fortune, and our Induſiii 

Come, Sir let's walk and think beſt what to do, Pr 

(beirg doꝛun the Scene, Enter Fill. ant Gall Ki 


Tul. 1onorchr Full? 1 Boy, run and call him back. WM ft 
y Ex. Boy, re- enters with] M. 


Lince laſt I left thee——— 
Fill. What prithee ? 
Jul. I had a Siſter, dans as my Life, 
And bred with all the Virtues of her Sex; 
No Veſtals at the Holy Fire employ'd themſclyes. 
In ingocenter buſineſs than this Virgin z 
Till Love, ihe fatal Fever of her Heart, 
LN 5 her harmleſs Hours; 
upon the point of being matte, | 
And jul up ſtole in, and rob'd us of this Treaſure : 5 
23 left her Husband, Parents, and her Honour, 
And's fled with the baſe Ruiner of her Virtue. 
Fill, And lives the Villain durſt affront ye W ? 
Jul. He does. | 
Gat, Nes in what diſtant We 3 


Jul. 1 know not. Ol 
7 1 hat is he Abe Ain; God diet! ta 
| „I know not neither, emi e me , 2 
ahe Rider: Ps 
And if he ſcape my Rage, 


Fill. In all your Quarrels I muſt join my Sword. 

Sal. And if you Want, — here's another, Sir, that, ” 
& be not often drawn in anger, nor cares to be, 
not be idle in good company. 

Jul. I thank you both; and if 1 bave occali ion, wil 
denon their alkilance; but I guſt leave you for a ming, 


ny = 


A Night*s Intrigue. zor 

Il wait on YOU ANON. | | | 
[They all three walk as down the ſtreet, talking, 
| Enter Laura, with her Equipage. A 

Tau. Beyond my wiſh, I'm got into his Friendſhip ; 
But Oh, how diftant Friendſhip is from Love. 
That's all beſtow'd on the fair Proftitute ! 

— Ab Silvio, when he took me in his Arms, 
Preſſing my willing Bofom'to his Breaſt, 
Kiſſing my Cheek, calling me lovely Youth, 
And wond'ring how ſuch Beauty, and ſuch Brayery, 
Met in a Man ſo young! Ah then my Boy, 
Then in that happy minute 
How near was I to telling all my Soul! 
My Bluſhes and my Sighs were all prepar'd ; 
My Eyes caſt down, my trembling Lips juſt parting,m==_. 
But ſtill as I was ready to begin, ws 
He cries out Silvianetta ? 
And to prevent mine, tells me all his Love. 
— But ſee — he's here. 
[ Fill. and Gal. coming up the Scene. 

Gal, Come, lay by all fullen Unreſolves: for now 
the hour of the Berjere approaches, Night, that was 
made for Lovers,- Hah! my Dear Sans-Caur * my 
Life ! my Soul ! my Joy ! 

Thou art of my opinion ! 

Lau. I'm ſure I am, whatcer it be. | 
Gal. Why my Friend here, and I, have ſent amd paid 
our Fine for a ſmall Tenement of Pleaſure, and I'm for 
taking preſent me. but hold if you ſhou'd be 
a Riyal after a | 

Lau. Not in your Silvianetta? My Love has a nice 
Appetite, - 

And muſt be fed with high uncommon Delicates. 
I have a Miſtreſs, Sir, of Quality 

Fair, as Imagination paints young Angels; 
Wanton and gay, as was the firſt Corinna, 

That charm'd our beſt of Poets; EN 
Young as the Spring, and chearful as the Birds 
That welcome in the Daz; 


Wty, 
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Witty, as Fancy makes the reyelling God, hep 
And equally as bounteous when ſhe blelſes. ©* n 

Gal, Ah, for a ſine young W hore with all theſe : ' 
but that fame Quality allays the Joy ; there's Tuch a Jamn'g 
ado with the Obligation, - that balf the Plealure's loſt in 
Ceremony. | ) 
Here for a thouſand nz Lreign alone, 

Revel all day in Love without controul.. _ 5 
ut come to our buſineſs, I have g giyen, WY i 
Muſick, Dark Lanthorns, and Piſtols, a_- 
| [This while Fill Hand: * ing. 
Fill.—Deatb, iſ it ſhould not be Marcella now! i 5 
[Pauſing aſide, 

Gal. Prithee no more conſidering, A reſolve, and 
ers about it. 

Fill, 1 wou'd not tempt my Heart a ain! for Lope, 
What e' er it may be in another's Breaft, ra bow 
In mine 'twill turn to a religiouskye ; 

And ſo to burn for her, a common tres, 

Word be an Infamy below her Practice. 

Sal. Oh if that be all, doubtnot Harry, but an How 8 
Converſation with Euphemia will convert it to as leud a 
flame, as a man wou'd wiſh, 

N What a coil's here about a Curte zan! what ado 
to perſuade a Man to a Bleſling all Rorne is languiſhing 
for in Vain !—-Come, Sir, we muſt deal with him, as 
Phyficians, do with peeviſh Children, force bim co take 
what will cure Lud bh 
Fil. And Ike "thoſe Canined Phyliciank, AI me for 
want of method: no, I know my own Diſtemper | belt, 
and your Applications will make me mad. 

Gal, Pox on't, that one cannot love a Woman like a 
Man, but one mult love like an Afs. 

Lau. S heart 1] be bound to lie with all the Women 
in Rome, with leſs ado than you are brought to one. 

Gal. Hear ye that, Henry? death, art not aſham'd tc to 
be inſtructed by one fo young !—But ſee—the. Star there 
appears. the Star that condutts thee to the Shore of 
Bliſs 


She comes! let's feel ty [Marcella and Cornelia above. 
1 
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Heart, a NYSE WEL i i 7 
do breaks the Day on the ge Falera Hills, a HA 
Or the bright God of Rays from Theris” Lap 
A Rapture, now, Year Lad, and then fall to; "ſo "TR 
art old Dog at a long Grace. "HON 

Fil. Now I'm mere Man again, with Al Bis Fraitties — 


Aſo r. 
—PBright lovely Tenne — 
Gal. Damn i, how ke 27 Lady's cleft 800 was 
that ? | | 

Fil, May 1 * Sacrifice may be accepted by ou; 
by Heaven it m Leer till ſhe a more je 

I 

Mar. I've only tithe to tell you Night approaches, 5 
And then J will expect ou. 

| Enter Crapine, gaxes vn the Ladies.” 

Crap. *Tis ſhe, Donna Marcella on . life, wich the 
young wild Cornelia —hah—yonders the Engliſh Ca- 
valier too; nay then, by this Hand II be paid for all my 
fruicleſs jaunts, for this good news—ſtay, let e mark 
the Houſ e.. 

Mar. Now to my Diſguiſe. Ler. Marcella. 

Gal. And have you no kind meſſage to fend to my 
Heart ? cannot this good Example inſtruct you how to 
make me,happy ? 

Cor. Fach Außer 1 mult confider firſt; ſhe's Kl 
ful in the Merchindize of Hearts, and has dealt in Love 
with ſucceſs hitherto, ſhe may "loſe one Venture, . 
never mils it in her Stock: but this is my firſt, and ſhou'd 
it prove to be a bad bargain, 1 were undone for eyer. 

Gal. I dare ſecure the Goods ſound 

Cor. And J believe will not lie long upon my hands, 

Gal, Faith, that's according as you'll diſpoſe on't, Ma- 
dam for let me tell you—gad a good handſonie proper 
Fellow is as ſtiple a Commodity as any's in the Nation; 
_ I wou'd be reſerv'd for your own'ufe, Faith take a 

Sample to night, and as you. like it, the whole Piece; 
and that's fair and honeſt dealing I think, or the Devil's 
in't. 
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Cor. Ah Stranger, you have been ſo over - liberal for 
| thoſe ſame Samples of yours, that I doubt they have ſpoil- 
| ed the ſale of the reſt ;—Cou'd you not afford, think ye, 
to throw in a little Love and Conſtancy, to inch out tha 
want of Honeſty of yours? | {2 
Gal. Love! oh in abundance! 

By thoſe dear Eyes, by that foft ſmiling Mouth, 

By every ſecret Grace thou haſt about thee, 

1 love thee with a vigorous, eager Paſſion; 

ze kind, dear Silvianetta—prithee no, 

Say you believe, and make me bleſt to Night. 

Crap. Silvianetia ! fo, that's the Name ſhe has riff'd 
for Cornelia, I perceive. 

Cor, If I ſhou'd be ſo kind-hearted, what good uſe 
wou'd you make of fo obliging an Opportunity ? 

- That which the bappy Night was firſt ordain'd 
Cor. Well Seignior, tis coming on, and then I'I try 
what Courage the Darkneſs will inſpire me wh: till 
chen — farewell. | | 
© Gal, Till then a thouſand times adieu — 

. [Blowing up kiſſes to her, 

Phil. Ah, Madam, we're undone,u-yonder's Cra- 
pine, your Uncle's Valet. 

Cor. Now a Curſe on him; ſhall we not have one 
night with our Cayaliers ?——let's retire, and continue 
to out - wit him, or never more pretend to't, Adieu, 
Seignior Cavalier remember Night. 

Gal. Or may I loſe my Senſe to all Eternity. 

[K Aa fingers and bows, ſhe returns it for 4 
while, | | | 

Lau. Gods, that all this that looks at leaſt like Love, 
Shou'd be diſpens d to one inſenſible! | 
Whilſt every ſyllable of that dear Value, 12 
Whiſper'd to me, wou'd make my Soul all Extaſy. [ Aſide 
h ſpare that Treaſure for a grateful Purchaſe z 
And buy that common Ware with trading Gold, 
Love is too rich a Prize I ſhall betray my felf,— 


E ; Gal, 


[ ſide. 
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Gal. Away, that's an heretical Opinion, and which 
This certain Reaſon muſt convince thee of; 
That Love is Love, wherever Beauty is, 
Nor can the Name of Whore make Beauty leſs. 
Erber Marcella like a Man, with a C!oke about her. 
Mar. Seignior, is your Name Fillamexr 2 © 
Fil. It is, what wou'd you, Sir? ä 
Mar. I have a Letter for you from Viterbo, and your 
Marcella, Sir. | 
Fil. Ha Viterbo and Marcella 
It ſhocks me like the Ghoſt Happi forſaken Miſtreſs, 


That met me in the way to Happineſs, 
With fome new long'defor Beauty ! [ Opens it, reads, 

Mar, Now I ſhall try thy Virtne, and my Fate 

A ſide. 

Fil. What is't that checks the Joy, that ſhou d ſurprize 
me at the receit of this? | 

Gal, How now! what's the cold fit coming on ? 
: | ; [Pauſes. 

Fil, L have no power to go - where this—invites me 
By which I prove *tis no encreafe of Flame that warms 

my Heart, _ 
But a new Fire juſt kindled from thoſe Eyes 
Whoſe Rays I find more piercing than Marcella's. 

Gal. - Ay, Gad a thouſand times—prithee what's the 
matter? | 

Mar. Oh this falſe—ſouly Man—wou'd 1 had leiſure 
To be reyeng'd for this Inconſtancy ! LAſide. 

Fil. But ſtill ſhe wants that Virtue 1 admire. 

Gal. Virtue! *$'death thou art always fumbling upon 
that dull firing that makes no Muſick. W hat Letter's 
that? [Reads.] If the firſt Confeſſion I ever made of 
Love be grateful to you, come arm'd to night wich a Friend 
or too; and behind the Garden of the Fountains, you will 
receive—hah Marcella Oh damn it, from your honeſt 
Woman! Well, I fee the Devil's never fo bufy with 
a Man, as when he has reſoly'd upon any - Goodneſs! 
Sdeath, what a rub's here in a fair caſt. how is't man? 
Alegremeate ! bear up, defy him and all's Works. 


La 


Fil. 
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Fil. But I have ſworn, ſworn that I loy'd Marcella; 
and Honour, Friend, obliges me to go, take hex away and 
marry her. And I conjure thee to. aſſiſt mę too. 

Gal. What to night, this. night, that I habe given to 
Silvianetta / and, you, have promis d to the fair—Eyphe- 
mia / 1 C 

Law. IT he Thou'd go, be ruins my deſign, [Afr 

— Nay, if your word, Sir—be already paſt—— _ _ 

Fil. Tis true, I gave my promiſe. to Euphemia; but 
that, to Women, of her Trade, is eaſily abſoly'd. 
Gal. Men keep not Oaths 5 the 

giſtrates to whom they are made, but their own Honour, 

Harry. Andi ist not much à greater crime to rob a 
gallant, hoſpitabſe Man of his Niece, who has treated you 
with Confidence and Friendſnip, than to keep touch wich 

a well-meaning Whore; my conſcientious Friend? 

Lau. Infinite deere, 1 1 

Gal. Beſides, thou'ſt an hour or two good, between 
. this and the time requix d to meet Marcella. 
Tau. Which an induſtrious Lover would manage to the 

beſt advantage. e 

Gal. That were not given over to Virtue and Con- 
ſtancy; two the beſt excuſes I know for Idleneſs. 
Hl. — es- I may ſee this Woman. 
Gal. Why Gad-a-mercy, Lad, a 
Hl. And break my Chains, if poſſible. | 
Gal. Thou wilt giye a good eſſay to that I'll warrant thee, 
Before ſhe part with theez come let's about it. 
[They go out on either ſide of Fil. perſuading him. 
Mar. He's gone, the Curtezan has got the day, 
. 4% i Mar 

Vice has the ſtart of Virtue every way | | 

And for one Bleſſing honeſt Wiyes obtain, 

The happier Miſtreſs does a thouſand gain. 

III home—and practiſe all their Art to prove, 

That nothing is fo cheaply gain'd as Love. [Exeunt, 

| Gal. Stay what Farce is this—prithee let's ſee a little. 
EEO e fer wor T cu 2609 LONG 


N 
5 


Enter 


r the fakes of the wiſe Ma. 


A Me hs s Tatrigae. 307 


Enter Sir l Mr, Tickletext, with his Cloke ty'd 
about. him, a great inkborn ty'd at his Girdie, 
and a great Folio under his Arm, Petco dreſt 1 an 

Antiquar). 

How now, Mr. Tickle; 7 what reſt as. if you 

were going a Pilgrimage to Fer alem? 5 

Tick, I make no ſuch; profane Journeys, "a | 

Gal, But where have you been, Mr. Tickletext? 

Sir Sig. Why, Sir, this moſt Reverend and Renowned 

Antiquary,has been ſhowing . us n Rarities and 

Antiquities, | wii 

Gal, *Tis Perro, that Rogue. bo 

Fil, — But what Folio have you goten there, Sir 


Knox, or A e 
pet. Nay, if he be got into that heap of Nonſenſe, 


I'll ſteal off and undreſs. [Ae de. Ex. Petro. 
Tick. in the Book. 


Tak. "A ſmall Volume, Sir, into which I tranſcribe the 
moſt memorable and remarkable Tranſactions of the N 

Lau. That doubtleſs muſt be worth ſeeing. 

Fil. L Reads. April the twentieth, aroſe à very great 
Storm of. Wind, Thunder, Lighening and. Rain, Which 
was a ſhreud fi ign of foul Weather, The 22d 9 of 
our 12 Chickens getting looſe, flew oyer-board, the o- 
ther three Lads eſcaping, by being eaten by me 
that Morning for breakfaſt, 

Sir Sig. Harkye Galliard—-thou art my Friend, and 
"tis 1 a Man of Honour to conceal any thing from 
one's Friend, Know then 1 am the moſt fortunate Raſcal 
that ever broke bread.——1 am this night to viſit, Sir- 

rah, —the fineſt, the moſt delicious young Harlot, Mum 
—under the Roſe—in all Rome, of Barberacho's ac- 


quaintance. 
Gal. Hah——my Woman on my Life! and will 


ſhe be kind ? 8 
Sir Sig. Kind! hang Kindneſs Man, Im refoly'd upon 
Conguet by Parly or by Force, _ 
Gal. Spoke like a Roman of the firſt Race, when noble 
Rapes, not whining Courtſhip, did the Lover's buſineſs. 
Sir Sig. Sha, Rapes Man! I mean by force of Money, 


pure dint of Gold, faith and troth ; for I have given 50g 
Crowns 
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Crowns entrance already, e& Par Dios Bacchus "tis tropd 


Caro. tropo Caro, Mr. Galliard. | 
Gal. And what's this high-priz'd Lady's Name, Sir? 
Sir Sig. La Silvianetta, and lodges on the Corſo, not 
far from St, James's of the Incurables——very well fitu- 


Ss 


ated in cafe of diſafter—hah, 


Gal. Very well,—and did not your wiſe Workhip 
know this Silvianetta was my Miſtreſs 7? 
Sir Sig. How! his Miſtreſs! what a damn'd Noddy 


was I to name her! I Ade. 


Gal. D'ye hear fool! renounce me this Woman in- 


Rantly, or ll firſt diſcoyer it to your Goyernour, and | 


then cut your throat, Sir. Lt =; 

Sir Sig. Oh Dour Ment—dear Galliard—Renounce 
her,—Corpo de mi, that I will foul and body, if ſhe be- 
long to thee, Man | 55 

Gal. No more; look to't look you forget her 


| Name or but to think of her farewell 


„ e 1H a Nod, at him. 

Sir Sig. Farewell, quotb ye tis well I had the Art 

of diſſembling after all, bere had been a ſweet broil up- 
on the Coaſt elſe,—— 1 52 | 

Fil, Very well, Vil trouble my ſelf to read no more, 

fince 1 know you'l be fo kind to the world to make it 


publick. 


Tick, At my return, Sir, for the good of the Nation, 


I will print it, and 1 think it will deſerve it. 


Lau, This is a precious Rogue, to make a Tutor of. 
Fil. Yet theſe Mooncalfs dare pretend to the breeding 
of our Youth; and the time will come, I fear, when 
none ſhall be reputed to travel like a Man of Quality, 
who has not the advantage of being impos'd upon by one 
of theſe pedantick Novices, who inſtructs the young 


Heir in what himſelf is moſt profoundly ignorant of. 


| Gal. Come, *tis dark, and time for our Defign, — - 
your Servant Seigniors. Exeunt Fil, and Gal. 
Lau. Vil home, and watch the Rind deceiving Minute, 
that may conduct him by miſtake to me. Exit. 
Enter Petro, like Barberacho, juſt as Tick, and Sir 

a Signal are going out. W 

Sir Sig. Oh Barberacho, we are undone! Oh the Dia- 
villo take that Maſter you ſent me? Pet. 
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Per, Maſter, what Maſter ? | 

Sir Sig. Why, Seignior Morigoroſo ! 

Pet, Mor—ofo--what ſhou'd he be? 

Sir Sig. A Civility-Maſter he ſhould have been, to have 
tanght us | av Maaners 3 —— but the Cornuto cheared 
us moſt damnably, and by a willing miſtake taught us 
nothing in the world but Wit. 

Pet, Oh abominable Knavery ! why, what a kind of 
Man was he? * g 
1 Sig. — Why — much ſuch another as your 
ſelf, 3 by we 

Tick, Higher, Seignior, higher. | 

Sir Sig. Ay, ſomewhat higher-—but juſt of his 
pitch, "ay hi . 
Pet, Well, Sir, and what of rhis Man ? 0 
Sir Sig. Only pickt our Pockets, that's all. 1 


Tick. Yes, and cozen'd us of our Rings. 

- Ye Ay, and gave us — Orangata for . 
Snuff. | | 

Tick. And his Bleſſing to boot when he had done, 

Sir Sig. A vengeance on't, I feel it till, 

Pet, Why, this *tis to do things of your own head ; 
for I ſent no ſuch Seignior Moroſo——but I'll ſee what T 
tan do to retrieve em l am now a little in haſte, fare- 
wel. Offers to go, Tick. goes out by him and jogs him. 

Tic. Remember to meet me ſarewel Barberacho, 

| [Goes out, Sir Sig. pulls him, 

Sir Sig * Bar ber ac ho is the Lady ready > 

Pet. Is your Money ready? | 

Sir Sig. Why now, tho I am threatned, and kill'd, and 
beaten, and kick d about this Intrigue, I muſt advance. 
Aſida. ] But doſt think there's no danger? "IF 

ls What in a delicate young amorous Lady, Seig- 
nioy | : | 

Sir Sig. No, no, mum, I don't much fear the Lady; 
but this fame mad fellow Galliard, I hear, has a kind of 
a bankering after her | | 
Now dare not 1 tell him what a diſcoyery I have made, 

e [Aſides 
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Pet. Let me alone to ſecure you, meet me in the pi. 
ax ⁊o d Hiſpagnia, as ſoon as you can get your ſelf in order; 
where the two Fools well! meet, and Herren cliher's com- 
ing, (Af de. 
Sir Sig. Eon, here's $a Bill for 500 Gn more 
upon my Merchant, you know him by a good token, 1 
loft the laſt Sum you receiv'd for me, a pox of that Hand- 
ſel; away, here's company. [Ex. Pet, Enter Octavio. 
Now will I diſguiſe my ſe elf, according io the mode of 
the Roman ieee and deliyer 1 my ſelf upon the 
place appointed. [ Ex. * Sig. 
Oct. On the Corſo didſt thou ſee em? | 
Crap. On the Cer /2,. my Lord, in diſcourſe wich! three 
Cavaliers, one of which has given me many a Piſtole, to 
let him into the Garden a-nights at Viterbo, to talk with 
Donna Marcella. from her, ne Window, 1 think [ 
ſhou'd remember him. 


Oct, Oh that Thoughe fires. me. with: Anger fit for my 


Revenge, [Aſide | 


And they. are to ſerenade em, thou fay'ſt?,;  - 1 
Crap. I did, my Lord: and if you can haye patience 
till they come, you. will find] your Rival in this yery place, 
if he keep his word. a 
Oct. I do belieye thee, and have 3 my Bravoes 
to attack him: if I can act but my Revenge to night, 
how ſhall 1 worſhip | Fortung ? Keep out of ſight,' and 
when give the word, acer "all, I hear ſome conn, 
let's walk off a li le.. 3 
Enter Marcella in Man's Clorbes, 2 Philippa as.a 
Nyman with 4 eee Oct. and. Crap. 45 of 
the other uan y). ids woch b {id bus 
Mar. Thou canſt never comvinceinate,! but if. Crapine 
ſaw us, and gaz d ſo long upon us, he mad know us too; 
and then what hinders but by a diligent watch abous the 
Houſe, | they will ſurpriae us, eber me have ſecured our 


ſelves from em? n 900) 
Phil. A, how will this expaling. youn ſelf to b 
prevent mm 5 


Mar. My deſi ign now is, to prevent Fillamour? 8 coming 


into danger, by hindring his approach to this Houſe : | 
wou' 
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wou'd eſerve the kind Ingrate with any hazard of 
own; NT 'tis better 100% than, fall 3 | hands of | 
044vio,. . Pm. deſperate with. that thought, and fear no 
danger : however, be you ready at the door, and when 
ting admit me ha ho comes here 
Enter Tickletext with a Periwig. and Crevat of Sir 
Signal's : A Sword by his ſi de, and à dark Lan- 
rhorns; : ſhe opens hers, looks on him and goes out. 
Tick. A\Man! now am I, tho an old Sinner, as tis 
morous as a young Thief: dis 2 great inconvenience in 
heſe Popiſh Countrys, that 2 man cannot, have. liberty to 
tal a Wench without danger; not that I need fear who 
ſe me except Galliard, who ſuſpecting my buſineſs, wil. 
go near to think I am, wickedly inclin'd, Sir Signal I 
dave left hard at his Study, and Sir Henry is no noctur- 
nal Inamorato, unleſs like me he diſſemble it.— Well, 
terto *tis 2 wonderful pleaſure to deceive the World : 
ind as à learned Man well obſery'd,- that the Sin of 
Wenching lay: in the Jabit only; I having laid that aſide, 
Iimot hy Tickletext,: principal Holder: forth of the Coveni- 
Garden. Conventicle, Chaplain of; Baer Ball. i. in the 
County of Kent, is free to recreate himſelf, | fi Biden 
| Enter Gal. with a dark Lant horn. 
Gal. Where the Devil is this Fillamour? and the A 


ſick ? which way cav's: he go to loſe me thus 7 


n 74 nis 0 70 {Looks roward: che Por. | 
. is not; vet come. 5 | 
Tick, Not yet come that muſt, be deset 

Where are ** 8 Rankor nale, where are 5e 
[Grofing towerds Gal. 
Gal, Hah! Ae? dhat Name I am ſure is us d 
by none but Sir Signal and his Coxcomb Tutor. it muſt 
be one of choſe Where are ye Seignior, where, are ye? 

Wn tozwards:hims; and open: tete 
and ſhuts it ſirait.. 

—Oh tis the Knight,. —are bs belief 
Tick, Oh art thau come, honeſt Raſcal conduct me 
quickly, conduct — the der” and fair. Silvianetta. 
es * Hand. 


Gal, 


| 3 

4 
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Gal. Yes, when your Dogſhip's damn d. Silvianetta ! 
*Sdeath, is ſhe a Whore for Fools? Drau,. 
Tick. Hah Mr. Galliard, as the Devil would have it; 
Am undone if he ſees me. 8 

| [He retires haftily, Gal. gropes for him, 

Gal, Where are you Fop? Buffoon ! Knight! 
Ticklerext retiring haſtily runs againſt Oftayio, who 
is juſt entering, almoſt beats him down, OR, 
ſtriłes him a good blow, beats him back and 
draus: Tick, gets cloſe up in a corner of the 
Srage; Oct. gropes for him, as Gal. does, and 
both meet and fight with each other. | 
What dare you draw,—you have the impudence to be 
valiant then in the dark, [zhey paſs] I wou'd not kill the 


Rogue,—'Sdeath you can fight then, when there's a Wo- 


man in the caſe! | 
Oct. I hope tis Fillamour ; [Afide.] You'll find 1 
can, and poſſibly may ſpeil your making Love to night, 
Gal. Egad Sweet-heart, and that may be, one civil 
Thruſt will do't and *twere a damn'd rude thing to 
difappoint- ſo fine a Woman,—therefore Ill withdraw 
whilſt 'm well. Fe flips out. 
Enter Sir Signal, with a Maſquerading Coat over hit 
Clothes, without a Wig or Crevat, with a dark Lanthorn. 
Sir Sig. Well, 1 have moſt neatly eſcap'd my Tutor; 
and in this diſguiſe defy the Devil to claim his own. 
Ah Caſpeto de Deavilo ; What's that? 
[Advancing ſoftly, and groping with his hands, meets 
the point of Oct. Sword, as he it groping for Gal. 
Oct. Traitor, dareſt thou not ſtand my Sword? 
Sir Sig, Hah ! Swords! no Seignior— cu mea, 
Seignior, | | 
{ Hops to the door: And feeling for his way with 
his out-firetch Arms, runs his Lant horn in Julio“ 
face, who is juſt entring; finds bes oppos'd with 


- 


4 good puſh backward, and ſlips aſide into 4 


corner over-againft Tickletext ; Julio meets Octa- 
vio, and fights himy Oct. fails, Julio opens his 

oy Lanihorn, w_ ſees his miſtake. 
ul. Ig it wy 
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ot. Julio! From what Miſtake grew all this Vio- 
lence * \ | | 

Jul. That I ſhou'd ask of you, who meet you arm'd 
xainſt me. 

Oct. I find the Night has equally deceiv'd us; and you 
xe fitly come to ſhare with me the hopes of dear Re- 
ſenge. [Gropes for his Lanthorn, which is dropt. 

Jul. I'd rather have purſu'd my kinder Paſſion, 

Love, and Deſire, that brought me forth to night, 
Oct. Pve learnt where my falſe Rival is to be this E- 
vening ; 8 55 
"nr 1 you'll join your Sword, you'll find it well em- 

f Jul. Lead on, I'm as impatient of Revenge as you.— 
Oct. Come this way then, you'll find more Aids to 
Nen | Go out. 
Tick, '—So ! Thanks be prais'd, all's ſtill again, this 
fright were enough to mortify any Lover of leſs Magna- 
nimity than my ſelf.—— Well of all Sins, this itch of 
Whoring is the moſt hardy,—the moſt impudent in Re- 
pues, the moſt vigilant in watching, moſt patient in 
waiting, moſt frequent in Dangers ; in all Diſaſters but 
Diſappointment, a Philoſopher : yet it Barberacho come 

not quickly, my Philoſophy will be put to't certo. 

This while Sir Signal is venturing from his Poſt, 
liſtening, and ſlowly advancing towards the mid- 
ale of the Stage. | re 

Sir Sig. The Coaſt is once more clear, and I may ven- 
ture my Carcaſe forth again, tho ſuch a Salutation as 
the laſt, wou'd make me very unfit for the matter in 
hand. The Batroon 1 cou'd bear with, the Fortitude 
* Hand Courage of a Hero: But theſe dangerous Sharps 1 
% Never lov'd, What different Rencounters have I met 
„ KW vithal to night, Corpo. de me? A Man may more ſafely 
, als the Gulf of Lyons, than convoy himſelf into a 
4 Baudy-Houſe in Rome; but I hope all's paſt, and I will 
Ta ay with Alexander, ——Vtivat Eſperance en deſpetto del 
þi Fatto. LAdvances a little. 

1 Tick, Sure I heard a noiſe; — No, twas only my ſur- 

miſe, [They both advance ſofily, meeting juſt in the 
** middle ef the Stage, and coming cloſe up te 
V OL. Il, O eac 
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each other; both, cautiouſly ſtart back, and 

ftand a tipto in the poſture of Fear, then gently 

4 feeling for each other, (after liſtening and 
=. hearing no Noiſe) draw back their Hands at | 


A 


touching each other's; and ſhrinking up their 
Shoulders, make grimaces of more Fear. 
Tick. Que Equeſto. pes 
| Sir Sig. Hab, a Man's Voice! —V'l] ery if I can fright 
1 him hence. 3 Ale. 
1 Ina Malladetit Spiritto Incarnate. I In a horrible tone, 
il Tick. Hah, Spiritto Incarnate ! that Devil's Voice ! 
| Wou'd know. 3 [Aſics 
| Sir Sig. See Seignior ! Una Spiritto, which is to (ay, 
=_ un Spiritalo, Immortallo, Incorporalla, Inanimate, Imma · 
wh | zerialle, Philoſophical, Inviſcble ———Unintelligible———. 
Will Diavills. In the ſame tone, 
Tick. Ay, ay, tis my hopeful Pup], upon the ſame 
16 defign with me, my lite on't, cunning young Whore- 
"1 maſſer; PI! cool your Courage good Seignior 
1 Diavillo; if you be the Diavillo, I have una certains 
\ ummateriale Inviſible Conjuratione, that will ſo neatly lay 
tf 1 your Inanimate unintelligible Diavilloſhip, _ 
| 
| 


'k., bid fon +4 © To ww nl 


{Pulls out his wooden Sword. 

Sir Sig. How! he muſt needs be valiant indeed that 
I! dares fight with the Devil. ¶ Endeavours to get away, 
44 Tick. bears him about the Stage. ] — Ah Seignior, 
nn | Seignior, Mia / ah—Caſpero de Bacreus—he cornuto, | 
1 am a damn'd filly Devil that have no dexterity in vaniſhing, 
: 1 TGropes and finds the Door going out, meets juſt | 
89 entring Fillamour, Galliard ith all the Muſick 4 
48 | ee retires, and ſtands cloſe, | 
11 * Hah, what have we here, new Miſchief? 3 


War ne ee 


| [Tick. and he ſtands againſt each other, on either «a 
Li tc 
| a ſide of the Stage. 
Fil. Prithee how came we to loſe ye? 6 
11. Gal. I thought I had follow'd ye but tis wel 
1 we are met again. Come tune your Pipes. 
4 [They play a little, enter Marcella as before. 
. Mar. This muſt be he. [Goes up to em. 


Gal. Come, come, your Sogg, Boy, your Song. 
Whilf 
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hilt "ris ſinging, Enter Octavio, ulio, Crapine, and 


Br avo's. 


The SONG; 


Crudo Amore, Crado . bis. 
Il mio Core non fa per te 
Suffrir non vo tormenti 
Senza mai ſperar mar ce 
Belta che ſia Tiranna, © 
Belta che ſia Tiranna 35 
Dell meo offerto recetto non : g 
tus rigor ſingunna 3 
Sse le pene 
Te catene 
Tenta auolgere al mio pie 
Ses ſee Crudel Amore © bi 
mio Core non Ja per te. 8 = 


Luſinghiero, Luſinghiero, 7 bis. 

4 Pui non Credo alta tua fe : 555 

L' incendio del tus foce I 
Nel mio Core put vivo none 

. Belta che li die Luoce 

t Belta che li die Luoce 

„ Ma il rigor L' Ardore band 


„ 1o non ſato tuo giocre f 
[ Ch* il Veleno 


| Vercoroſo faggito ſe ne. den 
k See ſee Crudel Amore \ & bis e n 
mio Core non fa per te. 1 | 
Oct. Tis they we look for, draw and be ready. 
Tick, Hah, draw then there's no fafety here certo. 
| | | Aſide. 
F Octavio, Julio and their Party draw, As 725 
with Fil. and Gal. Marcella ingages on their ſide; 
all fight, the Muſick confuſedly amongſt em: Gal. 
lofes his Sword, and in the hurry gets a Baſe Viol, 
and happens to firike Tickletext, wo is getting 
away—— hjs Head breaks its way quite thro, and 
| ie hangs about his neck; they ſight out. 
[ : 
O 2 Enter 
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Enter Petro with a Lanthors. Sir Signal ands cloſe. ſtill, 
Tick, Ob undone, undone! where am I, N © 
Per. Hah that's the voice of my amorous Anania; 

—or I am miſtak en what the Devil's che matter ? 

ä | [Opens his Lanthorn, 

— Where are ye, Sir ?—hah, cuts ſo—what new-found 

Pillory have we here? | - el 
7. _ Oh honeſt Barberacho, undo me, undo me 

uic Ye 2 (N 4 ; 

Pet. So I deſign, Sir, as faſt as I can—or loſe my aim— 

there, Sir, there: All's well—1 have ſet you free, come 


4 


follow me the back way into the houſe. ts 
LEx. Pet. and Tickletext, 
Enter Fillamour and Marcella, with their Swords drawn, 
Gal. after em. 

Gal. A plague upon em, what a quarter's here for a 
Wench, as if there were no more i'th* Nation ?—wou'd 
I'd my Sword again. | [ Gropes for it, 

Mar. Which way ſhall I direct him to be fafer ?—how 
is it, Sir? I hope yon are not hurt. e ly 

Fil. Not that I feel, what art thou ask'ſt fo kindly ? 

Mar, A Servant to the Roman Curtezan, who ſent 
me forth co wait your coming, Sir; but finding you in 
danger, ſhar'd it with you. Come, let me lead you 
into ſafety, Sir | "6 

Fil, Thou'ſt been too kind to give me cauſe to doubt 
thee. a4 

Mar. Follow me, Sir, this Key will giye us entrance 
thro the Garden. | _ "[Exemnt, 

Enter Octavio with his Sword in his hand, 

Oct. Oh! what damn'd luck had 1 fo poorly to be yan- 
quiſh't ! When all is huſti d, I know he will return, —there- 
fore 1'1! fix me here, till 1 become a furious Statue but 
Pl! reach his heart. 

Sir Sig. Oh lamentivolo fato— what bloody Villains 

theſe Popiſh Italians are! 0 
x | . Enter Julio. 

Oct. Hab l hear one coming this way 
hab the door opens too, and he makes toward it—— 
pray Heaven he be the right, for this I'm fure's the wm 

| Nox 
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Now Luck, an't be thy will 8 
[ Follows Julio towards the door ſoſtly. 

Jul. The Rogues are fled, but how ſecure 1 know 
not E 9 e 
And I'll purſue my firſt deſign of Love, 

And if this Silvianetta will be kind 
Enter Laura from the Houſe in a Night. got. 
Lau. Whiſt who is't names Silvianerta 2 
Jul. ALaver, and her Slave— . | 
[She takes him by the hand. 

Lau. Oh, is it you,——are you eſcap'd unhurt ? 
Come to my Boſom—and be ſaſe for ever— 

Jul. Tis Love that calls, and now Revenge muſt Gay, 
this hour is thine, fond Boy; the next that is my 
own Ill give to Anger. 

Oct. Oh, ye pernicious Pair,—T'l] quickly change the 
Scene of Love into a rougher and more unexpected En- 
tectainment. 

She leads Julio in.— Oct. follows cloſe, they ſhut the 
door upon em. Sir Sig. thruſts out his head to 
hearken, hears no body, and advances.  _ 

Sir Sig. Sure the Devil reigns to night z wou'd I were 
ſhelter'd, and let him rain Fire and Brimſtone: for paſs 
the ſtreets, 1 dare not—this ſhou'd be the Houſe——or 
hereabouts I'm ſure tis. —Hah—what's this—a. String— 
of a Bell I hope——11] try to enter; and if I am miſ- 
taken, *is but crying Con licentia. [ Rings, enter Philippa. 

Phil. Who's there??? 

Sr Sig, Tis I, *tis I, let me in quickly. 

Phil. Who. the Engliſh Cavalier? | 

Sir Sig, The ſame I am right ——1 fee I. was ex* 


pected, 


Phil. I'm glad you're come give me your hand. 
Sir Sig, I am fortunate ar laſt, —and therefore will ſay 
with the famous Poet, th | 
No Happineſs like that atchiev'd with Danger, 
Which once 0'ercomi=—=l lie at Rack and. Manger. 


O 3 1 


318 The Feign'd Curte xans; or, 


8 — n 1 * 
„ 


AQT.Y..SCEN:EL 


Enter Fillamour and Galliard, as in Silvianetta's 
Apar tment. 


Fill, — Ow ſplendidly theſe common Women live 

How rich is all we meet with in this Palace 
And rather ſeems the Apartment of ſome Prince, 
Than a Receptacle for Luſt and Shame, 

Gal. You ſee, Harry, all the keeping Fools are 10 
in our Dominions ; but this grave, this wife People, 
Miſtreſs-ridden tOO. 

Fill, 1 fear we have miſtook the Houſe, and the Youl 
that brought us in may have deceived us, on ſome othe 
deſign ; however whilſt Pye this—Icannot fear—[ Drauy 

Gal. A good caution, and I]! ſtand upon my guard 
with this ; but ſee—here's one will put us out doubt. 

[ Pulls a Piſtol out of his pocket 

Fill. Hah! the fair Inchantreſs. | 

Enter Mar, richly and looſely driſ 
Mer. What, on your guard, my lovely Cavalier? Le 
there a danger 
In this Face and Eyes, that needs that rough reſiſtance ? 
Hide, hide that mark of Anger from my ſight, | 
And if thou wow'd(t be abſolute Conqueror here, 
Put on ſoft Looks, with Eyes all Janguiſhing, 
Words render, gentle Sighs, and kind Deſires _ 
Gal. Death, with what unconcern he hears all this! 
| Art thou pofleſt?——Pox, why doſt not anſwer her? 
Mar. 1 hope he will not yield [Aſpde 
e ſtands unmoy'd— —_ | 
Surely I was miſtaken in this Face, | 
And ] believe in Charms that have no power. 


al. *Sdeath, thou deſerveſt not ſuch a noble Creature. — 
_I'l} bave 'em both my ſelf.— [44 
l + 4 8 b ill 
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Fill. — Yes, thou haſt wondrous power, 


And I have felt it long. Pauſirgly. 
Mar. HoõW-W! e Sat hes Fn | 
Fill, I've often ſeen that Face——but *twas is 


Dreams: and ſleeping lov'd extremely ! 

And waking — figh'd to find it but a Dream: 

The lovely Phantom vaniſh'd with my Slumbers, 
But left a ſtrong Idea on my heart 

Of what I find in perfect Beauty here, 

But with this difference, ſhe was virtuous too, 
Mar, W hat filly ſhe was that ? 

Fill. She whom | dream'd I lov'd, 

Mar. You only dreamt that ſhe was virtuous too 


Virtue it ſelf's a Dream ol ſo ſlight force, 


The very fluttering of Love's Wings deſtroys it; 
Ambition, or the meaner hope of Intereſt, wakes it to 
nothing; | 

In Men a feeble Beauty ſhakes the dull lumber oF, 
Gal. Egad ſhe argues like an Angel, Harry. | 
Fill. What hatte thou'ſt made to damn thy (elf fo 

young? Haſt thou been long thus wicked? haſt thou 

ſinn'd paſt Repentence ? 

Heaven may do much to faye ſo fair a Criminal; 

Turn yer, and be forgiven, 
Gall. What a Pox doſt thou mean by all this Canting ? 
Mar. A very pretty Sermon, and from a Prieſt ſo gay, 

It cannot chuſe but edify. 

Do Holy men of your Religion, Seignior, wear all this 

Habit? 

Are they thas young and lovely ? Sure if they are, 

Your Congregation's all compos'd of Ladies; 

The Laity muſt come abroad for Miſtreſſes. 
Fill, Oh that this charming Woman were but honeſt! 
Gal. Twere better thou wert damn'd; honeſt ? 

Nox thou doſt come out with things ſo mal a propo — 

Mar. Come leave this Mask of fooliſh Modeſty, 

And let us haſte where Love and Muſick calls ; 

Muſick, that heightens Love, and makes the Soul 

Ready for ſoft Impreſſions, 
Gal, So, ſhe will do his buſineſs with a Vengeance, 
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So the warm Sun thaws Rivers icy Tops, 
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Fill, Plague of this tempting Woman, ſhe will ruin me: 
I find weak Virtue melt from round my Heart, Ih " 
To give her Tyrant Image a Poſſeſſion: 


Till in the ſtream he ſees his own bright Face. - 
Gal. Now he comes on apace, — how is't, my Friend? 

Thou ſtand'ſt as thou' dſt forgot thy buſineſs here, | 

The Woman, Harry, the fair Curtezan ; 

Canſt thou withſtand her Charms ? I've buſineſs of ml — 

own, Prithee fall to——and talk of Love to her. Tt 
Fill. Oh, I cou'd talk Eternity away, | T 

In nothing elſe but Love ;——cou'dft thou be honeſt? W 
Mar, Honeſt! was it for that you ſent two thouſand YM — 

Crowns, 'F 
Or did believe that trifling Sum ſufficient Ri 
To buy me to the ſlavery of Honeſty? | L 


Gal, Hold there, my brave Virago, 

Fill, No, I wou'd ſacrifice a nobler Fortune 
To buy thy Virtue home, | he 

Mar. What ſhou'd it idling there ? | 

Fill, hy — make thee conſtant to ſome happy Man, 
That wou'd adore thee for't, T 

Mar. Unconſcionable! conſtant at my years? 
— Oh ' were to cheat a thouſand, | 437] 
Who between this and my dull Age of Conſtancy, 


| Expect the diſtribution of my Beauty, 


Gal. *Tis a brave Wench | I Ade. 
Fill. Let charming as thou art, the time will come 
When all that Beauty, like declining Flowers, 1 


Will wither on the Stalk, — but with this difference, 

The next kind Spring brings Youth to Flowers again, 

But faded Beauty never more can bloom. «1 24T- 

If Intereſt make thee wicked, I can ſupply thy Pride.— 
Mar, Curſe on your neceſſary Traſh !———which I de- 

ſpiſe, but as ?tis uſeful ro advance our Love. ; 
Fill. Is Love thy buſineſs ? who is there born ſo high, 

But Love and Beauty equals ? | | 

And thou mayſt chuſe from all the wiſhing World, 

This Wealth together wou'd inrich one Man, 

Which dealt to all, wow'd ſcarce be Charity. 
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Mar. Together ! *ris a Maſs wou'd ranſom Kings: 
Was all this Beauty given for one poor petty arr 
I might have made a hundred Hearts my ſlaves, 
In this loſt time of bringing one to Reaſon. — . - 
Farewel, thou dull Philoſopher. in Lose; | 
When Ave has made me wiſe, . III ſend for you again. 
[bers to go, Gal. holds her. 
Gal. By this good Light, a noble glorious Whore. . 
Fill. Oh ſtay, I muſt not let ſuch Beauty fall, 


Lok W hore—conſider yet the Charms of Repmaciong:! 
The Eaſe, tbe Quiet, and Content of Innocence, 


The awful Reverence all good Men will pay thee; - 
W ho,. as.thou art, will gaze without reſpect, 
And cry what pity 'tis ſheis—a. —— RT 
Mar. O you may give it what coarſe name you pleaſe, 
But all this Youth and Beauty ne'er was given, 
Like Gold to Miſers, to be kept from uſe, _ [Going out. 
Fill. Loſt, loſt paſt all Redempion- 
Gal. Nay, Gad, thou ſhalt not loſe her fo—1'!! tercb 
ber back, and chou ſhalt ask ber pardon. .. 
| [Runs our IT ber. 
Fil. By Hos "was all a Dream. an airy Dream 
The viſionary Pleaſure diſappears, end Im my ſelf agaio; 
—17⁰ fly before the drouſy Fit o'ertake me. 
[Going out, Enter Gal. and then Marcelia- 
Gal. Turn back— ſhe yields, ſhe yields to pardon thee. 
Gone! nay, hang me if ye part. 
[Runs after him, ſtill his Piſtol in 775 | way] 
Mur. Gone! 1 have no 7 now for more diſſem- 
bling. [Takes the Candle, and goes in. 
Enter Petro, leading i in Mr, Tickletext, as. by da- x. 
Pet. 1 , Seignior, whilſt. l (ſtep and fetch a liglit. 
Tick. Do ſo, do fo, honeſt Barberacho. Weh, 
my eſcape even now from Sir Signal was miraculous, 
thanks to my Prudence and Proweſs; had he &ifcoye; 9 
me, my Dominion had ended, and my Authorhiy been 
of none effect certo. 
Philippa at the door puts in Sir Signal. | 
Phil. Now, Seignior, you're out of danger, 1 il ſeich 
a Candle, and let my Lady know of your being here. 
Exit Phil, Sir dig. advances a little, 
O. p > Euter 
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Enter Petro with a light, goes between em, and ſlari;, Ane 


1 Tick. Sir Sig al 3 
Sir Sig. My Governour! 


Pet. The wo Fools met ! à pos of all ill lack! Now I late 


ſhall I loſe my Credit with both my wiſe Patrons ; 


my 


Knight 1'con' have put - off with a ſmall Harlot of my S 


own, but my Levite having ſeen my Lady Cornelia, 
is, La Silvianetta, 


fatisfy his Elderſhip, But now they have both ſay'd me —: 


the labour of à farther invention to diſpatch dem. 


that MW be 


none but that Suſanna would trot 


Sir Sig. I perceive my Governout's as much confound. MW dry 
ed as my ſelf jon cy take advantage by the forelock, c 


be very impudent, and put it upon him faith Ab, 
Governour, will you never leave your whoring ? neyer 


be ſtaid, ſober and diſcreet, as I am? 


Tick, So, ſo, undone, undone! juſt my Documents 
to him. . [Walks about, Sir Sig. follow, 
Sir Sig. And muſt I negle& my precious ſtudies, to fol- 
' low you, 'in pure-zeal and tender care of your Perſon? 
Will you never conſider where you are? Ina leud Pa- 
piſt Country, amongſt the Romiſh Heathens! And for 

You; a Governour, 'a Tutor, a Director of unbridled 
Youth, a Gownman, a Poktician; for you, I ſay, to be 
taken at this nnrighteous time of the Night, in a flaunting 
Cavaliero Dreſs, an unlawful Weapon by your fide, going 
the high way to Satan, to a Curtezan; and to a Romiſh 
Curtezan ! Oh Abomination ! Oh ſcandalum infinitum ! 


Tick. Paid in my own Coin. 


Pet. So, I'll leave the Devil to rebuke Sin; and to my ©} a 
young Lady, for a little of her aſſiſtance in the manage- fin 


ment of this Affair. I 


Pet. 


Tick. 1 do confeſs, 1 grant ye J am in the houſe of a | «a: 
Curtezan, and that 1 came to viſit a Curtezan, and do © 6a! 
intend to viſit each Night a ſeveral Curtezan, till I haye 


Eniſhed my work £, 
Sir Sig. Every night one! Oh Glutton! 
Tick. My great work of Converſion, upon 


the 


wholg Nation, Generation, and Vocation of this wicked | tab 


provoking ſort of Womankind call'd Curtezans. | 


wrn em; yes, 1 will twin em, for 'tis a ſhame 


Man ſhou'd pow down to thoſe that worſhip Idols. 


will civ 
that 


And 


Title, 


Eigtr Thouſand Pound a year. 
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And now think, Sir, 1 have ſufficiently explain'd the bu- 
ſmeſs in hand, —as honeſt Barberacho is my witneſs ; 
And for you to ſcandalize me with ſo naughty an 
Interpretation —afflicteth me wonder fully — 
{ Pulls out his handkerchief, and aueeps. 

Sir Sig. —Alas, poor Mr. Tickletext, now as | hope to 
be ſav'd it grieves my heart to. ſee thee weep 3 faith and 
troth now, I thought thou hadſt ſome carnal Aſſignation: 
but ne*er ſtir, I beg thy pardon, and think thee as inno- 
cent as my ſelf, that I do—bur ſee, the Lady's here—s'life - 
dry your Eyes man. [Enter Cornelia, Phil. and Pet. 

Cor, I cou'd» beat thee for being thus miſtaken, and 
am reſoly'd to flatter him into ſome miſchief, to be re- 
veng'd on em for this diſappointment ; go you, and watch , 
tor my Cavalier the while, 

Tick, Is ſhe come? Nay then turn me looſe to her. 

Cor, My Cavalier [ Addreſſing to Sir Sig. Tick... 
pulls him by, and ſpeaks... 


Tick. Lady 
Sir Sig. You, Sir! why who the Devil made you a Ca- 
ralier? moſt Potentiſima Seigniora, I am the man of 
name Sir Signal Buffoon, ſole Son and Heir to 


Tick. Oh Sir, are you the Man ſhe looks for 2 
Sir Sig. 1 Sir? no Sir: l'd have ye to know, Sir, 1 


ſcorn any Woman, be ſhe never ſo fair, unleſs her deſign - 
be honeſt and honourable, 


Cer. The Man of all the World I've choſen out, from - 


alf the Wits and Beauties I have ſeen, —to have moſt; 
tnely beaten, [Afrde.. 


Sir Sig. How! in love with me already. — ſheꝰs 


damnable handſome too ; now wou'd my Tutor were 
hang'd a little for an hour or two, out of the way, L Aide. 


Cor, Why fly you not into my Arms, [She approaching, 
| he ſhunning. . 


Theſe Arms that were deſign'd for ſoft Embraces ? 


Sir Stg. Ay, and if my Tutor were not here, the Devil 


take him that wou'd hinder *em,— and 1 think that's 
civil, egad, 


Tick, Why how now, Barberacho, waat, am 1 co- 
zen d 


— 
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cozen'd then, and is Sir Signal the Man in favour 2 
5 LAſide to Petro 

Pet. Lord, Seignior, that ſo wife a man as you canno 

perceive her meaning. for the Devil take me if I can, 
| N dh | Aſide, 
— Why this is doneto take off all ſuſpicion from * 
and lay it on him; don't you conceive it, Seignior 

Tick. Yes, honeſt Rogue, Oh the witty Wag-tai 
= have a part to play too, that ſhall confirm it 
young Gentlewoman, — | 

Cor. Ah Belle ingrate, is't thus you recompenſe m; 
ſuffering Love ? 4 this Beauty ſo ador'd e al, that 
* Night the ready Conqueſt of the World, to truſt a Heart 

with you? Ah. Traitor Cruella. 

Sir Sig. Poor Heart, it goes to the very ſoul of me to 
be ſo coy and ſeornful to her, that it does; but a pox on't 
her over - fondneſs will diſcover all. 

Tick, Hy, fly, young Man, whilſt yet thou haſt 2 
fpark of Virtue ſhining in thee, fly the temptations o 
this young Hypocrite ; the Love that ſhe pretends with 
fo much zeal and ardour, is indecent, unwarrants- 
ble and unlawful 5 firſt indecent, as ſhe is Woman— 
+or thou art Woman—and beautiful Woman—yes, v 
beautiful Woman ; on whom Nature hath fhew'd her 
height of Excellence in the ourwork, but left thee unfiniſn, 
imperfect and impure. 

Cor. Heavens, what have we here ? 

Sir Sig. A Pox of my Sir Domine ; now is he beſide 
his Text, and will ſpoil all. * 

Tick. Secondly, Unwarrantable; by what Authoriy 
doft thou ſeduce with the Allurements of thine Eyes, and 
the Conjurements of thy Tongue, the Waſtings of thy 
Hands, and the Tinklings of thy Feet, the young Men 
in the Villages ? . | 

Cor. Sirrah, how got this Madman in? ſeize him, 
and take him hence. 

Sir Sig. Gorpo de mi, my Governour tickles her notably 
Vfaith—but had he let the care of my Soul alone to night, 
and have let me taken care of my Body, "would have 
been more material at this time. 

Tick, Thirdly Unlawfu'—— _ | 

Cer. Quite diſtracted! in pity take him hence, 8 

ea 
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lead bim into Darkneſs, twill ſuit his Madneſs beſt, 

Tick, How, diſtrafted ! take him hence. 

Pet. This was lucky! knew ſhe wou'd come again 
—Take bim hence yes into her Bed- chamber pretty 
device to get you to her ſelf, Seignior. | | 
Tick, Why, but is it ?—Nay. then I will facilitate my 
departure—therefore I ſay, Oh moſt beautiful and tempt- 
ing Woman Beginning to preach again. 


Cor. Away with bim, give him clean ſtraw and darkneſs, 


And chain him faſt, for fear of further miſchief, 
Pet, She means for fear of loſing ye, | 
Tick. Ah Baggage! as faſt as ſhe will in thoſe pretiy 
Arms, | 


—mad ! why we have a thouſand of theſe in England 


that go looſe about the ſtreets, and paſs with us for as ſo- 


ber diſcreet religious perſons, as a man ſhall wiſh to talk 
nonſenſe withal, | 
Pet. You are miſtaken, Seignior, 1 fay be is mad, 
ſtark mad. ; 
Sir Sig. Prithee Barberacho what doſt thou mean? 


Pet. To rid him hence, that ſhe may be alone with. 


you——'Slife, Sir, you're madder than he 


conceive 
Sir Sig. Ay, ay; nay, I confeſs, Illuſtriſſima Seigniora, 


don't you 


o 


my Governour has a Fit that takes him now and then, a 


kind of a frenſy. a fegary———a whimſy—a maggot, 
that bites a ways at naming of Popery : ſo— he's 
gone. — Bglliflima Seigniora, — you have moſt artifi- 
cially remov's him and this extraordinary proof of your 
affection is a ſign of ſome ſmall kindneſs towards me; 
and tho I was ſomething coy and refery'd before my 
Governour, Excellentiflima Seigniora, let me tell you, your 
Love is not caſt, away. 
Cor. Oh, Sir, you bleſs too faſt; but will you ever 
love me? | 
Sir Sig. Love thee! ay and lie with thee too, moſt 
magnanimous Seigniora, and beget a whole Race of Ro- 
man Julius Cæſar's upon thee; pay, now were alone, 
turn me looſe io Impudence, ifaith. _ 
[ Ruffles her, Enter Philippa in haſte, ſhutting 
the door after her. 
Phil 


' [Going to lead him f. 
Sir Sig. Hold, bold, man; mad ſaid ye !—ba, ba, ha 
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Phil. Oh, Madam, here's the young mad Engliſh Cavaliet 
got into the Houſe, and will not be deny'd ſeeing you. 
Cor. This was luck yx. $37 bt 
Sir Sig. How, the mad Engliſh Cavalier! if this ſhou'd 
be our young Count Galliard now——1 were in a ſweel 
taking——Oh 1 know by my fears *tis he; Oh, prithee 
what kind of a manner of Man is be? 
Phil. A bandſom—refolute—brave—bold—_ g- 
Sir Sig. Oh, enough, 3 11 take my 
leave l ſee you are ſomething buſy at preſent, —and I'll—. 
Cor. Not for the World: Philippa, bring in the Caya- 
lier ' 
Seignior. F 
Sir Sig. Oh, hold, hold Madam, you are miſ- 
taken in that point; for, to tell you the truth, I do fear 
having -a certain Averſion or 2 
Madama Gentleman Why Madam, they're the 
very Monſters of the Nadion, they deyour every Day a. 
Virgin. E's m 
. Good Heavens! and is he ſuch a Fury 2 + 
Sir Sig. Oh, and the verieſt Bee!zcbubz— =be- 
fides, Madam, he vow'd my Death, if ever he catcht me 
near this Houfe ; and he ever keeps his word in caſes of 
this Nature Ob, that's he, [ Knocking at the Door | 
I know it by a ceriain trembling Inſtint about me 
Oh, what ſhall I do bs IN 
Cor. Why know not. can you leap a 
high Window? _ n | 
Sir Sig, He knocks again.] proteſt I am the worſt 
Vaulter in Chriſtendom, —Have you no moderate danger--» 
between the two extremes of the Window or the mad 
Count? no Cloſet ?—Fear has dwindled me to the ſcant- 
ling of a Mouſehole. 

Cor. Let me ſee, — I have no leiſure to purſue my Re- 
venge farther, and will reſt ſatisfy'd with this, 'or this 
time, [Aſide.] G:ve me the Candle, and 
whilſt Philippa is conducting the Cavalier to the Alcove 
by dark, you may have an Opportunity to flip out 
perbaps there may be danger in his being ſeen Aſide. 
Fare wel Fool— [Ex. Cornelia with the Candie. Phil. 
goes to the Door, lets in Gal. takes him by the hand, 

| : Gai. 


that you may ſee there's none here fears him, 


e . 
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ec 
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Gal. Pox on't, my Knight's bound fot Viterbo, and 
there's no perſuading him into ſafe Harbour again. 
He has given me but two hours to diſpatch matters here, 
and then I'm to imbark with him upon this new Diſcovery 
of honourable Love, as he calls it, whoſe Adventurers are 
Fools, and the returning Cargo, that dead Commodity cal- 
led a Wife! a Voyage very ſutable to my Humour. 
Who's there? — | 

Phil. A Slave of Silvianetta, Sir; give me your hand. 

[Ex, over the ftage, Sir Sig. goes out ſoftly. 
The SC E N E changes to a Bed-chamber 

Alcove, Petro leading in Tickletext. 


Pet. Now, Seignior, you're ſafe and happy in the Bed- 
chamber of your Miſtreſs who will be here imme- 
diately I'm ſure; I'll fetch a Light, and put you to Bed 
in the mean time 

Tick, Not before Supper I hope, honeſt Barberac ho. 

Pet. Oh Seignior, that you fhall do lying, after the 
manner of the antient Romans, 

Tick. Certo, and that was a marvellous good lazy Cuſ- 
tom. [ Ex. Pet. 

Enter Philippa with Galliard by dart. 

Phil. My Lady will be with you inſtantly Goes out. 

Tick. Hah, ſure 1 heard ſome body come ſoftly in at 
the door: I hope tis the young Gentlewoman. 

Ae advance forward. 

Gal. Silence and Night, Love and dear Opportunity, 

N . | [in a /oft Tone, 
Join all your aids to make-my Silvia kind ; 
For I am fill'd with the expecting Bliſs, 
[Tick. thruſts his Head out to liſten. 
And much Delay or Diſappointment kills me. | 

Tick. Diſappointment kills me, and me too, 
certo 'tis ſhe [ Gropes about. 

Gal. Oh haſte, my Fair, haſte to my longing Arms, 
Where are you, dear and Joyelieſt of your Sex? 

Tick. That's I, that's I, my Ama! mea Core, mea 


vii = | Groping and ſpeaking low. 
Gal. Hah art thou come, my Liſe! my Soul! my 
Joy! — Goes ta embrace Tick. they meet and kiſs, 


Sdeath 
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*Sdeath what's this, a bearded Miſtreſs! Lights, Lights there, 


quick ts! nay, curſe me if thou ſcap't me. 
Trick — * away, he holds 1.6 by the Crevat 
"and Perriwig; Enter Petro with a Candle. 
Sal. Barberacho—— confound him, tis the Fool whom 
1 found this Evening about the Houſe, hovering to rooſt 
bim here! — Ha. what the Devil have I caught. 
Tartar? eſcap'd again! the Devil's his Confederate. 
Diet. puts out the Candle, comes to Tick, unties his 
Crevat behind, and he ſlips his head out of thr 
Perriwig, and gets away, leaving both in Gals 
hands. 
Pet. Give me your Hand, I'll lead you a back: pair of 
ſtairs thro the Garden. 
Tick, Oh, any way to fave my Reputation oh 


Gal. Let me but once more graſp thee, and thou ſhalt | 


find more ſafety in the Devil's Clutches ; none but my Mil. 
treſs ſerve ye) [ Gropes out after him. 
Pet. with Tick. running over the Stage, Gal. af- 
ter em, with the Crevat and Marnie in one 
Hand, his Piſtol in other. 
Enter Philippa with a Light, 

Phil. Mercy upon us! what's the matter? what Noiſe 

is this haha Piſtol * ! what can this mean 2 
[ 4 Piſtol. goes cf}, 
Enter Sir Signal running, 

Sir Sig. Oh ſave me, gentle Devil, ſave me, the Stairs 
are fortity'd with Cannonsand double Culverins; Im pu- 
ſu'd by a whole Regimen: of arm'd Men! here” s Gold in 
abundance, fave me. RE 

Phil. What Cannons ? what . Men ? 

Sir Sig. Finding my ſelf purſu'd as 1 was groping my 
way thro the Hall, and not being able to find the Door, 
J made towards the ſtairs again, at the foot of which I 
was ſaluted with a great Gun—a pox of the Courteſy, 

Gal, eee Where are ye, Knight, Buffoon, Dog 
of Egyp: 9” 

Sir Sig. Thunder and Lightning! 'tis Galliart's Voice, 

Phil, Here, ſtep behind this Hanging there's a 


Chimney which may ſhelter ye till the Storm ve 0\ CI, m— 
if yer be not ſmother'd before. 


[ Puts 
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4 bi [Puts him behind the Arras» 
Enter Gal. a: before, and Corn. at the other door. 
Cor. Heavens! what rude Noiſe is this? 

Gal. Where have you hid this Fool, this lucky Fool? 
He whom blind Chance, and more ill -· judging Woman, 
Has rais d to that Degtee of Happineſs, 

That witty Men muſt ſigh and toil in vain for? 

Cor. What Fool, what Happineſs? 

Gal. Ceaſe, cunning falſe one, to excuſe thy (elf, 

See here the Trophies of your ſhameful Choice, 

And of my Ruin, cruel fair Deceiver ! 

Cor. Deceiver, Sir, of whom? in what deſpairing mi- 
nute did I fwear to be a conſtant Miſtreſs ? to what, dult 
whining Lover did I vow, and bad the heart to break it ? 

Gal. Or if thou hadſt, I know of no ſuch Dog as 

wou'd believe thee; x 
No, thou art falſe to thy own, Charms, and haſt betray'd 
To the poſſeſſion of the vileſt Wretch (hem 
That ever Fortune curſt with Happineſs; 

Falſe to thy Joys, falſe to thy Wit and Youth? | 

All which thou'ſt damn'd with ſo much careful Induſtry 

To an eternal Fool, ; 

That all the Arts of Love can ne'et redeem thee. 

Sir Sig. Meaning me, meaning me. | | 

| [ [ Peeping out of the Chimny, his Face blacks. 

Cor. A Fool! what Indiſcretion have you ſeen in me, 
ſhou'd make ye think 1 wou'd chooſe a witty Man for a 
Lover, who perhaps loves out his Month in pure good Huſ- 
bandry, and in that time does more Miſchief than a hundred 


Fools. You conquer without Reſiſtance, you treat with- 


out Pity, and triumph without Mercy ; and when you are 
gone, the World crys. ſhe had not Wit enough <0 
keep him, when indeed you are not Fool enough to be 
kept ! Thus we forfeit both our Liberties and Diſcretion 
with you villanous witty Men: for Wiſdom is but good 
Succeſs in things, and thoſe that fail are Fools. 
Gal, Moſt gloriouſly diſputed ! 
You're grown a Machivellian in your Art. 8 
Cor. Ob, neceſſary Maxims only, and the firſt Politicks 
we learn from Obſervation l have known a Curtezan 
grown infamous, deſpis'd, decay'd, and ruin'd, in the 


poſſeſſion 


l _ — - - 
— * — = — ͤ„— 
— 
— - —̃ POE — Rr ens - — 


10 The Frign'd Curttzans; or, 


' Poſſeſſion of you witty Men, who when ſhe had the luck 


to break her Chains, and caſt her Net for Fools, has liyd 

In ſtate, finer than Brides upon their Wedding day, and 

more proſuſe than the young amorous Coxcomb that ſe 

her up an Idol. te 50} pit * 

Sir Sig. Well argued of my fide, I ſee the Baggage loves 

me! T eeping out with a Face more ſmutted, 
Gal, And haſt thou? Oh, but prithee jilt me on, 

And ſay thou haſt not deſtin'd all thy Charms 

To ſuch a wicked Uſe. 

Is.that dear Face and Mouth for Slaves to kiſs ? 

Shall thoſe bright Eyes be gaz d upon, and ſerv 

But to reflect the Images of Fools? 3 

Sir Sig. That's I ſtin. F Peeping more black, 
Gal. Shall that ſoft tender Boſom be approacht 


By one who wants a Soul, to breathe in languiſhment 


At every Kiſs that preſſes it? 

Sir Sig. Soul! what a pox care I for Soul—as long 
as my Perſon is ſo amiable ? 

Gal. No, renounce that dull Diſeret on that undoes thee, 
Cunning is cheaply to be wife; leave it to thoſe that have 
No other Powers to gain a Conqueit by, Sets + + 
It is below thy Charms. 3 7 
come ſwear, and be foreſworn moſt damnably, 
Thou haſt not xielded yet; ſay *twas intended only, 
And tho thou ly'ſt, by Heaven I mult believe thee ; 
Say, haſt thou —given bim —— all? 

Cor. I've done as bad, we have d ſcours'd th* Affair, 
And *tis concluded on, — e 


* 


| Gal. As bad 4 by Heaven much worſe 9 diſeours'd with 
Wert thou fo wretched, fo depriv'd of Senſe, ” (him! 
To hold Diſcourſe with ſuch an Animals??? 


Damn it; the Sin is ne'er to be forgiven, | 
Hacft thou been wanton to that leud degree, 


By dark he might have been conducted to thee; 


Where ſilently he might have ſerv'd thy purpoſe, 
And thou hadft had ſome poor excuſe for that : 


But bartering words with Fools admits of none. 
Cor, Lan | had I talk*d ſenſe to him, which 


Sit 


E 
bad been enoug to have loſt him for ever. 


e, TT Wo fu =! 


ves 
ted, 


ack, 


th 


For once I wou'd diſpenſe with Quality, 


Sir Sig. Poor Devil, how fearful tis of loſing 4. 4 

n £013 Aſide. 

Gal. That's ſome Atonement for thy other Sins. 
Come break thy Word, and waſn it quite away. 


Sir Sig. That cogging won't do, my good Friend, that 


won't do. | {G15 94) 

Gal. Thou ſhal: be juſt and -perjur'd, and pay my Heart 
the debt of Love you owe it. 1 

Cor. And wou'd you have the Heart. to make a 


Whore of me? 


Gal. With all my Soul, and the Devil's 't if I can give 
thee a greater proof of my Paſſion, 

Cor, I rather fear you wou d debauch me into that dull 
ſlave call'd a Wife. | 

Gal. A Wite ! have Ina Conſcience, no Honour in me? 

Prithee believe I wou'd not be ſowicked— 

No,—my Deſires are generous, and noble, 

To ſet thee up, that glorious inſolent thing, 

That makes Mankind ſuch Slaves, almighty Curtezan ! 

Come, to thy private Chamber let us baſte, 

The ſacred Temple of the Godof Love; 

And confecrate thy Power. [Offers to bear her off. 
Cor. Stay, do you take me then for what I ſeem ? - 
Gal. Lam ſure I do, and wou'd not be-miltaken for a 

Kingdom; . | 1 

But if thou art not, I can ſoon mend that fault, 

And make thee ſo. Come I'm impatient to begin the 

Experiment, Offers again to carry her off. 
Cor. Nay then I am in earneſt, —hold miſtaken Stran- 

ger———1'am of noble Birth; and ſhou'd 1 in one hap- 


leſs loving Minute deſtroy the Honour of my Houſe, ru- 
ia my Youth and Beauty, and all that virtuous Education 


my hoping Parents gave me ? | 
Gal. Pretty diſſembled Pride and Innocence! and 

wounds no leſs than ſmiles Come let us in. where 

I willgive thee leave to frown and jilt ; ſuch pretty Frauds 

advance the Appetite, = fers again. 
Cor. By all that's good I'm a Maid of Quality, 

Bleſt with a Fortune equal to my Birtn. 
Gal. I do not credit thee; or if I did, 


And 
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And to expreſs my Love, take thee with all theſe Fauls, M baue 
Cor. And being ſo, can you expect I'll yield? G 
Sal. The ſooner ſor that reaſon, if thowrt wiſe G 
The Quality will take away the Scandal. 5 
Do not torment me longer — [Offers to lead her again. 0 
Cor. Stay and be undeceiv'd,—1 do conjure ye.— he 
Sal. Art than no Curtezan? - 7 For 
Cor. Not on my life, nor do intend to be. | 0 
Gal. No Proſtitute? nor doſt intend to be? Ane 
Cor. By all's that good, I only feign to be ſo, till 
Gal. No Curte zan! haſt thou deceiv'd me then? _ 
Tell me thou wicked honeſt cozening Beauty, hay 
Why didſt thou draw me in, with ſuch a fair Pretence, leſs 
Why ſuch a tempting Preface to invite, — 
And the whole Piece fo uſeleſs and unedijying? = 
Heavens! not a Curtezan ! | Ih 

Why from thy Window didſt thou take my Vows, Pe 


And make ſuch kind Returns? Oh damn your Quality: — 
What honeft Whore but wou'd have ſcorn'd thy Cunning? tro 
Cor. I make ye kind Returns! 5 
Gal. Per ſuade me out of that too; *rwill be like ye. I « 
Cor, By all my Wiſhes I never held Diſcourſe with you 


T but this Evening, ſince I firſt ſaw your Face. 
Gal. Oh the Impudenceof Honeſty and Quality in Wo- I A 


A plague upon em both, they have undone me! (man! I pa 
Bear witneſs, oh thou gentle Queen of Night, lo 
Goddeſs of Shades, ador'd by Lovers moſt ; 

How oft under thy Covert ſhe has damn'd her ſelf, 


With feigned Love to me Il ln Paſſion. I m 


Cor. Heavens ! this is Impudence 2 that Power I call 


to witneſs roo, how damnably thou injur'ſt me. | Angry. 
Sal. Jou never from your Window talk'd of Love to me? 


Cor, Never. — 
Gal, So, nor you're no Curtezan ? 

Cor. No, by my Life. 8 | 

Gal. So, nor do intend to be, by all that's good? 7 
Cor, By all that's good, never. ex hl 

Gal, So, and you are real honeſt, and of Quality? 

Cor. Or may I ſtill be wretched, 

Gal. So, then farewel Honeſty and Quality. 


'Sdeath, what a Night, what Hopes, and what a Miſtreſs, || 
; have 


5 


ou. 
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have; all loſt for — and Quality! [Opfers to 80. 
Cor. Stay. 
Gal. 1 l be rack'd firſt, let go thy hold! I In fury. 
——Jnleſs chou wou d repent.— Cin aiſoft tone. 
Cor. I cannot of my fixt Reſo]ves for Virtue! 
—But if you could but—love me—honourably—. 
For 1 aſſum'd this Habit and this Dreſs 
Gal. To cheat me of my Heart the readieſt way: 
And now, like gaming g Rooks, unwilling to give o'er 
till you have hook'd in my laſt ſtake, my Body too, you 
cozen me with Honeſty. oh damn the Dice——Pl 
have no more on'tI, the Game's too deep for me, un- 
leſs you play'd upon the ſquare, or I I could cheat like you, 
—Farewel Quality— [Goes out, 


Cor. He's gone ; Philippa, run and fetch him back ; 
I have but this ſhort Night allow'd for Liberty ; 


Perhaps to morrow I may be a Slaye. Ex. Phil. 

Now o' my Conſcience there never came good of this 

troubleſome Virtue —hang't I was too ſerious; but a Devil 

on't, he looks ſo charmingly and was fo very preſſing, 

I durſt truſt my \ Bay Humour and good Nature no farther. 
{She walks about, Sir Signal _ and then comes out. 

8 Sig. He's gone 1—fo, ha, ha, ha. 
As 1 hope to breathe, Madam, you have moſt neatly dif. 


patcht bim; poor fool—to compare his Wit and his Per- 
lon to mine. 


Cor. Hah, the Coxcomb here ſtill.. 

Sir Sig. Well, this Countenance of mine never Fails 
me yet. 
Cor. Ah —— { Looking about on him, ſzes his face 

black, ſqueeks and runs away. 
Sir Sig. Ah, whe what the Deavilo's that for? 
—Whe tis I, *tis I, moſt Sereniſſima Signiora / | 
{ Gal. returns and Philippa, 

Gal. What noiſe is that, or is't ſome new deſign 
To fetch me back again ? 

Sir Sig. How! Galliard return'd! 

Gal. Hah ! what art thou? a Mortal or a Devil? 

Sir Sig. How, not know me ? now might I paſs upon 
him moſt daintily for a Devil, but that 1 have been beaten 


out of one Devilſhip already, and dare yenture no more 
. Gl, 
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Gal. Dog, what art thou not ſpeak ! Nay then I'll 
nform my ſelf, and try if you be fleſh and blood. 


[ Kicks him, he avoids, 


nan diſcovered, for then I ſhall be kid: and 1 can 
icrifice a Limb or two to my Reputation at any time. 

Gal. Death, tis the Fool, the Fool for whom I am a- 
us d and jilted; *tis ſome revenge to diſappoint her Cun- 
ing, and drive the Slave before me—— Dog ! were you 
iet laſt reſerve? [Kicks him, he keeps in his cry, 

Sir Sig. Still I fay Mum. e 
Gal, The Aſs will ſtil} appear thro all diſguiſes, 

Jor can the Devil's fhape ſecure the Foo. 


Cor. Hold, Tyran. 
Gal. Oh Women, Women, fonder in your Appetites 
{han Beaſts, and more unnatural ! 
'or they but or. a their Kind, but you 
''romiſcuouſly e your Brutes together, 
ſhe Fopof buſineſs with the lazy Gown-man—the learned 
As with the illiterate Wit the empty Coxcomb with 
de Politician, as dull and infignificant as he; from the gay 
ool made more a Beaſt by Fortune to all the loath'd in- 
” cities of Age. Farewell I ſcorn to croud with the 
ull Herd, or graze upon the Common where they fatten. 
1 | [Goes out. 
Fill. I know hetoves, by this concern I know it, 
ind will not let him part diſſatisfied. [Goes out. 
Cor.— By all that's good I love him more each moment, 
ad know he's deſtin'd to be mine. [Enter Marcella, 
What hopes, Marcella? what is't we next ſhall do? 
Mar. Fly to our laſt reſerve; come, let's haſte and 
greſs ; in that diſguiſe we took our flight from Viterbo in, 
and ſomething I reſolve, | 85 
Cor, My ſoul informs me what ha't! a Project 
worthy of us both which whilſt we dreſs I'll tell thee, 
—and by which, 
My dear Marcella, we will ſtand or fall: 
*Tis our laſt Stake we ſer; and have at all. 


ACT 


[Kicks him, he runs out, as Cor. enters and holds Gal. 


Sir Sig. No matter for all this tis better to be kickt 


vohicl 
ures 
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ACT V. SCENE IL. 
_ Enter Petro, Tickletexe, from the Garden, 


Ie. Aſte honeſt Barberacho, before the Day dif. 
1 cover us to the wicked World, and that 
more wicked Galliarxl. 


Pet. Well Seignior, of a bad turn it was a good one, 
that he took you for Sit Signal { the Scandal lies at his 
loor now Sir, —ſo the Ladder's faſt, you may now mount 
Ind aW — © 19 Ys g 1 SAL 
Tick, Very. well, go your ways, and commend me, 
Honeſt Barberacho, to the young Gentlewoman, and let 
ger know, as ſoon as 1 be certain to run ho hazard 
n my Reputation, 1'!! viſit her again. 


« Pet. I'll warrant ye, Seignior, for the future. i 
Tick. So, now get you gone left we be diſcover 0. 
Pet. Farewel Seignior, 4 bon wviage. a 
4 a x. Pet. Tick. deſcends. 
i Tick, 'Tis marvellous dark, and I have lot my Lanthorn 
„li the fray ! |Groping]——hah—whereabouts am I— ' 
J fhm——what have we here! —ah, help, help, help! 
„  BiStumbles at the Well, gets hold of the Rope, and ſlides 
* lown in the Bucket.) 1 ſhail be drown'd, Fire, Fire, 
fire ! for I have Water enough! Oh for ſome Houſe, — 
'* ſſome Street; nay wou'd Rome it-ſelf were a ſecond time 
in flames, that my Deliverance might be wrought by the 
. neceſſuy for Mater: but no human Help is nigh— oh 
ty Enter Sir Sig. as before, 
p Sir Sig. Did ever any Knight Adventurer run thro ſo 
4 many Diſaſters in one night! my worſhipful Carcaſe has 
Af been cudgel'd moſt plentifully, firſt bang'd for a Coward, 
> [which by the way was none of my Fauſt, 1 cannot hel 
a Nature: then clawed away ſor a Diavillo, there 1 was 
he Fool; but who can help that too ? frighted with Gal's 
55 coming into an Ague; then chimney'd into a Fever, 
where I had a fine Regale of Soot, a Perfume which no- 
thing but my Cackamarda Orangare coud exceed; and 
which I find by [(H] my ſmelling has defac'd Na- 
p HNre's Image, and a ſecond time made me be ſuſpected for 
2 


* 
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a Devil. let me fee————{Opens his Lanthorn, and 
looks on his Hands,] tis (0 am in a cleanly Pickle; 
if my Face be of the ſame Hue, I'am fit to ſcare away 
old Beelzebub himfelf efaith : [Wipes his Face.] w—ay, 
tis ſo, like to like, quoth the Devil to the Collier: well JI 
home, ſcrub my ſelf clean if poſlible, get me to Bed, de- 
viſe a handſom Lye to excuſe my long ſtay to my Gover- 
nour, and all's well, and the Man has his Mare again. 
[Shuts hi Lanthorn and gropes away, runs againſt theWell, 
—Qu -. queſto (feels gently.) - Make me thankful *tis 
ſubſtanti ii Wood, by your leave . ¶ Opens his Lanthorn, 
How ! i Well! ſent by Providence that I may-waſh my 
ſelf, leit People ſmoke me by the ſcent, and beat me a- 
new for ſtinking: [Sets down his Lanthorn, pulls off his 
Masking-Coat, and goes to draw Mater.] Tis a damna- 
ble heavy Bucket! now do 1 fancy I ſhall look, when J 
am waſhing my ſelf, like the ſign of the Labour-in-yain, Þ| 
Tick. So, my cry is gone forth, and I amy delivered by 
liracle from this Dungeon of Death and Darkneſs, this 
cold Element of Deſtruction 
Sir Sig. Hah— ſure I heard a diſmal hollow Voice. 
Tick. appears in the Bucket above the Well, 
- Tick, What, art thou come in Charity ? * | 
Sir Sig. Ah le Diavilo, le Diavilo, le Diavilo. 
[ Lets go the Bucket, and is running frighted away, 
Enter Fillamour and Page, he returns. | 
Ho, a Man! was ever. wretched Wight ſo mi- 
ſerable, the Devil at, one hand, and a Roman Night-wal- 
ker at the other; which danger ſhall I chuſe ? 
; cet to the door of the Houſe 
Tick, So, I am got up at laſt thanks to my Knight, 
for I am ſure *twas he: ah be's here FI! bear his 
Buſineſs. | {Goes near to Fillamour, 
Fil. Confound this Woman, this bewitching Woman: 
J cannot ſhake her from my ſullen Heart; 
Spite of my Soul I linger bereabouts, 
And cannot to Viterbo. | 
Tick. Very good z a dainty Raſcal this! 
Emer Galliard with a Lanthorn, as from Silvia's Houſe, 
held by Philippa. + 
Fil, Hah, who's this coming from her Houſe? 
| perhaps 


5 


| 7 
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penn is Galliard. 


. No Argument ſhall fetch me back, by Heaven. 
Fil, *Tis the mad Rogue. 5 | 

Tick. Oh Lord, tis Galliard, and angry too; now cou'd 
I but get off, and leave Sir Signal to be beaten, *twere a 
rare proj — impoſſible without diſcovery. 

Phil. But will you hear her, Seignior ? 

Gal. That is, will I loſe more time about her ? plague 
on't I have thrown awa 1 ſuch Songs and Sonnets, 
ſuch Madrigals and Poſies, ſuch Night-walks, Sigbs, and 
direful Lovers looks, as wou'd have mollify'd any Wo- 
man of Conſcience and Religion; and now to be 
i'tch* mouth with Quality! Well, if ever you catch me ly- 
ing with any but honeſt we)!-meaning Damſels hereafter, 
hang me farewel, old Secret, farewel. 

[Ex. Philippa. 
Now am I aſham'd of being cozen'd ſo damnably, 
Fillamour, that virtuous Raſcal, will ſo laugh at me; s'heart 
cou'd I but have debaucht him, we had been on equal 
terms. but I muſt help my ſelf with lying, and 
ſwear I have — ä 

Fil. You ſhall not need, I'll keep your Counſel, Sir. 

Gal, Hahmmnnnencſtes vous la? | 

Tick. How, Fillamour all this while! ſome Comfort 

et, I am not the only Profeſſor that diſſembles: but 

W tO get 2 wa | 

Gal, Oh Harry, the moſt damnably defeated ! 

E CET. [ A Noiſe of Swords. 

Fil. Hold !- what Noiſe is that ? two Men coming this 
way as from the houſe of the Curtezans, 

Enter Julio backwards, fighting Octavio and Bravoes. 
Gal. Hah on retreating, ——S'death I've no Sword 
Enter Julio and Octavio fighting, 

Fil. Here's one, I'll take my Pages. 
| [ Lakes the Boy's Sword- 
Gal. Now am I mad for miſchief ; hold my. Lanthorn, 
Boy, [ They fight on Julio's ſide, and fgbr Octavio 
out at t'other ſide : Enter Laura and Sa- 
bina at the Fore-door, which is the ſame 
. where Sir Signal ſtands Tick. grofing 
V OT. II. | P 10 
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f up that way, finds Sir Sig · juſt entring in 

. Laura and Sab. paſi over the ſtage. 
Sir Sig, Hah, a door open ! 1 care not who it belongs 
to, tis better dying within Doors like a Man, than in the 


Street like a Dog. 


[ Going in, Tick. in great fear comes up and pulls him, 
Tick. Seignior, gentle Seignior, whoe'er you are that 
ewns this Manſion, I beſeech you to glve Protection to a 
wretched Man half dead with Fear and Injury, 
Sir Sig. Nay, I defy the Devil to be more dead with 
Fear than 1—Seignior you may enter, 23 "tis ſome 
oth, —but bark, 
they return, © [Both go in, juſt after Lau. and Sab. enter, 
Lau. He's gone! he's gone! perhaps for ever gone.—. 


Tell me, thou ſilly Manager of Love, how got this Ruff. 


an in? how was it poſſible without thy Knowledge he 
cou'd get Admittance ? pe | i 
Sab. Now as 1 hope to live and learn, I Know not, 


Madam, unleſs hefollow'd you when you let in the Caya- 


lier, which being by dark he eaſily conceal'd himſelf; no 
doubt ſome Lover of Silvianetra's, who miſtaking you 
for her, took him too for a Rival. 

Lau. *Tis likely, and my Fortune is to blame, my cur- 

ſed Fortuhe, | . "57 15 | 

Who like Miſers deals her ſcanty Bounties with ſo flow a 
That or we die before the Bleſſing falls, (hand, 
Or have it ſnatcht e' er we can call it ours. TD 
[Raving,) To have him in my Houſe, to have him ki 
Kind as young Lovers when they meet by ſtealth ; ' | 
As fondas Ageto Beauty, and as ſoft 
As Love and Wit cou'd make impatient Youth, 
Preventing even my Wiſhes and Defires, 
— Oh Gods! and then, even then to be defeated, 
Then from my o'erjoy'd Arms to have him ſnatcht ; 
Then when our Vows had made our Freedom lawful ; 


What Maid cou'd ſuffer a Surprize ſo cruel ? 
he Day begins to break. —20 ſearch the Streets, 


And bring me news he's ſafe, or I am loſt, 
Enter Gal. Fil. and Jul, 

Fil. Gailiard, where art thou? 

Gal, 


an 
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Gal. Here ſafe, and by thy fide, ——— | 
Lau, Tis he! . e 
Jul. Whoe'er he were, the Rogue fought like a Fury, 

and but for your timely Aid 1'd been in ſome Danger. 
Fil. But Galliard, thou wert telling me thy Adventure 
with Silvianetta; there may be comfort in't. | 
Lau. So, now I ſhall hear with what concern he ſpeaks 


Of me. ; | [ Aſides 
Gal. Oh damn her, damn her ! * 
Lau. Hah! 


Gal. The verieſt Jilt that ever learnt the Art. 

Lau, Heavens! FE RS 

Gal. Death, the Whore took me for ſome amorous 
Engliſh elder Brother, and was for Matrimony, in the De- 


vil's name; thought me a loving Fool, that.ne'er had ſeen 


o glorious a ſight before, and wou'd at any rate enjoy. 


Lau. Oh Heaven! I'm amaz'd, how much he differs 


from the thing he was but a few Minutes ſince. © [A4/ides 
Gal, And to advance her Price, ſet up for Quality; nay 
ſwore ſhe was a Maid, and that ſhe did but act the Curte- 


Zain. | 


Lau. Which then he ſeem'd to give a credit to. 
O the forſworn Diſſembler! 3 >» " 

Gal. But when I came to the matter then in debate, 
ſhe was for honourable Love forſooth, and wou'd not 
vield, no marry wou'd ſhe, not under a Licence from the 
Parſon of the Pariſh. | | 

Jul. Who was it, prithee ? *twere a good Deed to be 
ſo reveng'd on her, RIS {os | 

Gal. Pox on her; no, I'm ſure ſhe's a damn'd Gipſy, 
for at the ſame time ſhe had her Loyers in reſerye, lay hid 
her Bed-chamber. 

Lau. Twas that be took unkindly, 
And makes me guilty of that rude Addreſs, 

Fil. Another Lover had ſhe? 

Gal. Yes, our Coxcomb Knight Buffoon, laid by for 
a reliſhing Bit, in caſe I prov'd not ſeaſon'd to her Mind, 

Lau, Hah, he knew him then. | 

Gal. But damn her, ſhe paſſes with the Night, the 
Day will bring new Objects. Is "EL 

Fil, Oh I do not doubt it, Frank, 


" Tau. 
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Lan, Falſe and Inconſtant! Oh 1 ſhall rave, Silvio — 
| n [ Afoge to Sil, 
Enter Cornelia in Man's Clothes with a Latter, 
Cor. Here be the Cavaliers: give me, kind Heaven, 
but hold of bim; and if I keep him not, There renounce 
my Charms of Wit and Beauty Seigniors, is there a 
Cavalier amon gf ye, call'd Fillamour 2? 
Fil. T own that Name; what wou'd you, Sir? | 
Cor. Only deliver this, Seignior. Us goes aſide, opens 
his Lanthorn, and reads, Jul. and Gal. zalk aſide. 
Fil, [Reads, Tl only tell yew 1am Brother to that 
Marcella whom you have injur d, to oblige you to meet 
me an Hour hence, in the Piazo d'Hiſpagnio : I need not 
ay with your Sword in your hand, ſince you will there 
meet Julio Sebaſtiano Moroſini !—Hah ! her Brother ſure 
return'd from Travel. LAſide. 
———Seignior,—1 will not fail to anſwer it as he deſires. 
[ To Cornelia, 
I'll take this Opportunity to ſteal off undiſcover'd. 
| | AN [ Aſide going out. 
Cor. So, I've done my Siſter's Buſineſs ; now for my own, 
Gal. But my good Friend, pray what Adyenture haye 
been on to night, | | 
Inl. Faith, Sir, *twas like to have prov'd a pleafant 
one, I came juſt now from Silvianetta, the fair young 
Curtezan. 
Cor. Hah ! what faid the Man came from me! [ Aſide. 
Gal, How, Sir, you with Silvianetta ! when? 
Jul. Now, all the dear live- long Night. 


Cor. A pox take him, who can this be? [ Afpae, 


Gal, This night ! this night! that is notyet departed, 

Jul. This very happy Night, I told you I ſaw a loye- 
ly Woman at St. Peter's Church, 

Gal. You did ſo. | 

Jul. I told you too 1 follow'd her home, but cou'd 

learn neither her Name nor Quality; but my Page getting 
into the acquaintance of one of hers, brought me News 
of both; her Name Silvianetra, her Quality a Curtezan, 

Cor. 1 at Church yeſterday ! now bang me if 1 had 
any ſuch devout Thoughts about me: why what a damn 
ſcandalous Raſcal's this? vl 
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Jul. Fill'd with ho 


a Viſit, and under her Window had a skirmiſh with ſom 


Rival, who was then {:renading her. — 
Gal. Was't he that fought us then, [Aide —— 
But it ſeems you were not miſtaken in the Houſe 
On with your Story pray—Death, I grow jealous now— 
Aſide.] You came at Night you ſaid ? | 
Jul, Yes, an] was receiv at the door by the kind Stil- 
vianetta, who ſoftly whiſpe:'d me, come to my Boſom, 
and be fafe for ever! and doubileſs took me for fome 
happier Man. | 
Lau, Confuſion on him, twas my very Language! 
| [ Aſide raving. * 
Jul. Then led me by dark in'o her Chamber. 
Cor. Oh this damn'd lying Raſcal ? Ido this? ¶ Aſide. 
Jul. But oh the things, the dear obliging things, the 
kind, the fair young Charmer ſaid and did. 
Gal, To thee! | 
Jul. To me. 1 
Gal. Did Silvianetta do this, Silvianetta the Curtezan? 
Fal. That paſſes, Sir, for ſuch, but is indeed of Qua- 
Me 
Cor. This Stranger is the Devil, how ſhou'd he know 
that Secretelſe ? | | 
Jul. She told me too *twas for my ſake alone, whom 
from the firſt Minute ſhe ſaw ſhe loy'd, ſhe had aſſum'd 
that Name and that Diſguiſe, the ſooner to invite me. 
Las. "Tis plain, the things I utter'd Oh my Heart! 
Gal. Curſe on the publick Jilt, the very Flattery ſhe 
wou'd have paſt on me. 
Cor. Pox take him, I-muſt draw on him, I cannot 
hold, [Afle. 
Gal. Was ever ſuch a Whore ? 
Lau. Oh that I knew this Man, whomby miſtake 
I laviſht all the Secrets of my Soul to! [Aſides 
Jul. I preſt for ſomething more than dear E xpreſſi ons, 
And found her yield apace ; 
But ſighing, told me of a fatal Contract, . 
She was oblig'd to make to one-ſhe never ſaw; 
And yet if I wou'd yow to marry her, when ſhe cou'd 
prove to merit it, ſhe mo deny me nothing. 
35 : 
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Lau. Twas I by Heaven, that heedleſs Fool was I. 
Jul. Which I with Lover's eager Joy perform'd, 
And on my Knees utter'd the haſty Words, 


Which ſhe repeated o'er, and gave me back. 


Sal. So, he has ſwallow'd with a vengeance the. very 
Bait ſhe had prepar'd for me, or any body that wou'd 
bite, „„ Ie. 
Ful. But &er I cou'd receive the dear Reward of all 
my Vows, I was drawn upon by a Man that lay hid in 
her Chamber; whether by chance or deſign I know not; 
who ſought me out, and was the ſame you found me en- 
gag'd with. 2 
Dor. A pleaſant Raſcal this, as e*er the Devil taught his 
Leſſon to. | | 
Gal. So, my Comfort is, ſhe has jilted him too moſt 
damnably, | 3 | 
Cor, Slife, I have anger enough to make me valiant z 
why ſhou'd I not make uſe on't, and beat this lying Vil- 
Jain whilſt og Fit holds ? 5 | 
Gal. And you deſign to keep theſe Vows, tho you're 
contracted 0 e Woman | NN Ss 2 a | 
Jul. I neither thought of breaking thoſe, or keeping 
theſe; my Soul was all employ'd another way. ö 
Lau. —It ſhall be fo, Silvio, — I've thought upon a 
way that muſt redeem all: hark and obſerve me. 
[Takes Sil. and whiſpers to him. 
Jul, But I'm impatient to purſue my Adventure, which 
1 mult endeayour to do, before the Light diſcover the 


Miſtake, ——Farewel, Sir. [Ex. Julio. 
Gal. Go and be ruin'd quite, ſhe has the Knack of 
doing it. | | | 


Sil. I'll warrant ye, Madam, for my Part. | Ex. Laura. 
Sal. I have a damn'd hankering after this Woman: 
why cou'd I not have put the cheat on her, as Julio has? 
I ftand as little on my Word as he: a good round Oath 


or two had done the Buſineſs.— But a pox on't, 1 lov'd 


too well to be ſo wiſe. Issilvio comes up to him. 


Sab. Con licentia, Seignior; is your Name Galliard ? 


Gal. I am the Man, | ſweet Heart, let me behold 


thee—hah—Saxs Cœur's Page! . 
Sab. A duce of his Lanthorn, what ſhall I fay now? 
| ——Softly 


* 
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——Sofily, Seignior, 1 am that Page whoſe chiefelt 
Buſineſs is to attend my Lord's Miſtreſs, Sir. | 

Cor, His Miſtreſs ! whoſe Miſtreſs, what Miſtreſs, s'life; 
how that little Word has nettled me [ Aſide, liſtning cloſe. 
Gal. Upon my Life the Woman that he boaſted of — 
[Afide hugging of himſelf.) — A fair young amorous— \ 
noble Wanton —— a ooo 
And ſhe wou'd ſpeak with me, my lovely Boy ? by 

Sab. Lou have prevented the Commands I had; but 
ſnould my Lord know of i. —— | 

Gal. Thou wert undone, I underſtand thee —— 

And will be ſecret as a Confeſſor, 
As lonely Shades, or everlaſting Night. 
Come, lead the way... _ . 8 

Cor. Where I will follow thee, tho to the Bed of her 
thou'rt going too, and even prevent thy very Buſineſs 
there, ö Exeunt. 


SCENE, A Chamber. 


Enter Laura, as before, in a Night-Gown. 
Lau, Now for a Power that never yet was known 
To charm this Stranger quickly into Love. > hd 
Aſſiſt my Eyes, thou God of kind Deſires; 
Inſpire my Language with a moving Force, 


That may at once gain and ſecure the Victory. 


; Enter Silvio. 

Sab. Madam, your Lover's here: your time's but ſnort; 
conſider too, Count Julio may arrive. 

Lau. Let him arrive; having ſecur'd my ſelf of what C 
I'll leave him to complain his unknown Loſs - (love,. 
To careleſs Winds as pitileſs as I—Sabina, ſee the Rooms 
Be fill'd with Lights, whilſt I prepare my ſelf to enter- 

tain him, | 
Darkneſs ſhall ne*er deceive. me more 
| [Enter to Sil. Gal. gazing about bim, 
Cor. peeping at the Door. 

Gal. All's wondrous rich,—gay as the Court of Love, 
But ſtill and ſilent as the Shades of Death; 
—Hah—Muſick } and excellent! 8 | 

| [Soft Muſeck whilſt they ſprte 
> BY& Pox 
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POX on:. but where's the Woman ?—I need no pre- 
VANLON mom 
Cor, No, you are always provided for ſuch Encounters, 
and can fall to ſans Ceremony, but I may ſpoil your 
Stomach. | [long tuning. 
Gal, A Voice too ! by Heaven and tis a ſweet one: 
Grant ſhe be young, and 1 Il excuſe the reſt, 
Yet vie for Pleaſure with the happieſt Roman. . 
[ The Song as by Laura, after whuh ſoft Muſick till 
| e enters, | . 


The 8 ON G by a Perſon of Quality. 


Arewel the World and mortal Cares, 
The raviſh'd Strephon cry. 

As Full of Joy and tender Tears 3 

He lay by Phillis? fide : 

Let others toil for Wealth and Fame, 

Whilſt not one Thought of mine 

At any other Bliſs ſhall aim, | 
But thoſe dear Arms, but thoſe dear Arms of thine. 


* 


Still let me gaze in thy bright Eyes, 

And hear thy charming Tongue, 

1 nothing ast t'increaſe my Joys, 

But thus to feel em long. 

In cloſe Embraces let us lie, 

And ſpend our Lives to come; | 

Then let us both together die, | 
And be each other*s, be each other*s Tomb, 


——— Death, I'm fir'd already with her Voice. 
Cor. So, I am like to thrive. 
Enter julio. 
Jul. What mean theſe Lights in every Room, as if t 


make the day without the Sun, and quite deſtroy my 


Hopes —hah, Galliard here! Tr 
Cor, A Man! grant it ſome Lover, or ſome Husband, 
Or any thing that will but ſpoil the Sport. (Heayen, 
The Lady! Oh blaſt her, bow fair ſhe is! ; 
es nter 


— 


F. 
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Enter Laura with hi Lute, dreſt in a rareleſi rich Dreſs, 

follow'd by Sabina, to.whoms ſhe grues her Lute. 

Jul. Hah ! 'tis the flame Woman. 

Lau. A Stranger here! What Art can help me now? 

| [Sees Julio and ftarts.. 

Gal. By all my Joys a lovely Woman tis. 

Lau. Help me, Deceit, Diſſembling, all that's Woman—- 

[She flarts and gazes on Gal. pulling Silvio. 
Gor, Sure I. ſhou'd know that Face, — 

Lau. Ah look my Silvio, is't not he? ——it is! 

That Smile, that Air, that Mien, that Bow is his: 

Tis he, by all my Hopes, by all my Wiſhes. 

Gal. He P yes, yes, I am he, I thank my Stars, 
And never bleſt em half ſo much for being ſo, 

As for the dear Variety of Woman. 1 
Cor. Curſe on her Charms, ſhe*ll make him love ia ear- 
Lau. It is my Brother; and Report was ſalſe. 

| [Going towards him. 

Gal. How, her Brother! Gad I'm ſorry we are ſo near 

akin with all my Soul; for I'm damnably pleas'd wich- 

her. 

Lau. Ah, why do ye ſhun my Arms ? or are ye Air ?- 
And not to be enclos'd in human Twines 
Perhaps you are the Ghoſt of that dead Lord, 

That comes to whiſper Vengeance to my Soul; 

Gal. S'heart, a Ghoſt! This is an odd preparative to- 
Love. | | [ Aſide. 

Cor. *Tis Laura, my Brother Fulio's Miſtreſs, and Siſ- 
ter to Octavio. 

Gal. Death, Madam! do nat ſcare away my Love with: 
Tales of Ghoſts, and Fancies of the Dead, III give ye- 
Proofs I'm living loving Man, as errant an amorous Mor- 
tal as Heart can wiſh——1 hope ſhe. will not jilt me 25 

| i 1 a Aſide. 

Cor, So! he's at his common Praof for all 3 . 
if ſhe ſhau'd take him at his Word now, and ſhe'll be. 
ſure to do't. OY | 

Lau. Amiable Stranger, pardon. the Miſtake, 

And charge it on a Paſhom-for a; Brother. ;.- 

Devotion was not more retir'd than 4, ä 

Veſtals or widow'd Matrons when they weep; 

7 1 Til 
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Till by a fatal Chance I ſaw in you, 
The dear Reſemblance of a murder'd Brother. [Weeps, 

Jul. What the Devil can ſhe mean by this? | Aſide, 
Lau. I durſt not truſt my Eyes, yet ſtill I gaz'd,  _ 
And that encreas'd my Faith you were my Brother : 

But ſince 0 err'd, and he indeed is dead, 
Oh give me leave to pay you all that Love, 
That Tenderneſs and Paſſion that was his. [ Weeping, 

Cor. So, I knew ſhe wou'd bring Matters about ſome 
way or other, Oh Miſchief, Miſchief, help me! S'life I 
can be wicked enough when I have no uſe on't! and now 
haye, I'm as barmleſs as a fool. [As Gal, is earneſtly 

_ ralking 4 Lau. Julio pulls him by the Sleeve. 

Lau. Oh ſave me; ſaye me from the Murderer.. 

Jul. Hah! 5 | | 

Gal. A Murderer, where? | 

Lau. E faint, I die with horror of the Sight! 


Gal. Hah my Friend a Murderer ! ſure you miſ- 


take him, Madam; he ſaw not Rome till yeſterday; an 
honeſt Youth, Madam, and one that knows his diſtance 
upon occaſion !=——9S'jife how cam'ſt thou here?: 
prithee be gone and leave us. 

Jul. Why, do you know this Lady, Sir? | 

Gal, Know her !—a—ay, ay, Man and all 
her Relations, ſhe's of Quality: — withdraw, withdraw 
Madam 2 — be is my Friend, and ſhall be civil. 

Lau. I have an eafy Faith for all you ſay: but 


© 


yet however innocent he be, or dear to you, I beg be 


wou'd depar. he is fo like my Brother's Murdere 

that one Look more wou'd kill me 
Jul. A Murderer! charge me with Cowardice, with 

Rapes or Treaſons Gods, a Murderer ! | 
Cor. A Devil on her, ſhe bas robb'd the Sex of all their 

Arts of Cunning. ; 
Gal. Pox ont thou'rt rude 3 go, in good Manners go 
Lau, I do conjure ye to torture me no more: 

If you wou'd have me think you're not that Murderer, 

Be gone, and leaye your Friend to calm my Heart 

Into ſome kinder Thoughts. 
Gal. Ay, prichee go, I Il be fure to do thy Bulineſs for 
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Cor, Yes, yes, you will not fail to do a friendly Parte 
no doubt—— aint 
Jul. Tis but in vain to ſtay —— I. ſee ſhe did miſtake - 
her Man laſt night, and *twas to Chance I am in debt for 
that good Fortune ; I will retire to ſhew my Obedi- 
ence, Madam. [Exit Jul. Gal. going to the door with him. 
Lau. He's gone, and left me Miſtreſs of my Wiſh. 
Deſcend ye little winged Gods of Love, 
Deſcend and hover round our Bower of Bliſs ;. 
Play all in various Forms about the Youth 
And empty all your Quiyers at his Heart. [Aſides 
[ Gal. returns, ſhe takes him by the hand. 
Advance thou dearer to my Soul than Kindred, 
Thou more than Friend or Brother. Wa 
Let meaner Souls. bafe-born conceal the God; 
Love owns his Monarchy within my Heart, 
So Kings that deign to viſit humble Roofs, 
Bnter diſguis'd, but in a noble Palace, | 
Own their great Power, and ſhew themſelyes in Glory. 
Gal. I am all Tranſport with this ſudden Bliſs, | 
And want ſome kind Allay to fit my Soul for Recompence. 
Cor, Yes, yes, my forward Friend, you ſhall have an: 
Allay, if all my Art can do't, to damp thee even to Diſ- 
pointment. 3 5 
Gal. My Soul's all Wonder; now let us retire, 
And gaze till I have ſoftened it to Love. 
(Going out is met by Cor. 


Cor. Madam ! 


Lau. More Interruption !——hah— | Turns. - 
Cor. My Maſter, the young Count Julio 

Lau, Julio / | 

Gal, What of him ? [LAſide. 
Cor. Being juſt now arriv'd at Rome 

Lau. Heavens arriv'd ! | [Afedes . 


Cor, Sent me to beg the Honour of waiting on you. 
Lau. Sure Stranger, you miſtake, IS 
Cor, If, Madam, you are Laura Lucretia. 

Gal. Laura Lucretia! by Heaven the very Woman 
LAſide. 


Lau. This would ſurprize a Virgin leſs reſoly'd : 
But what hays 1 to do with ought but Love? [4/ide.. 
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And can your Lord imagine this an Hour 
To make a ceremonious Viſit in ? 

Gal, Riddles by Love! or is't ſome Trick again? 
Cor. Madam, where Vows are paſt, the want of Cere- 
mony may be pardon d. 

Lau. I do not uſe to have my Will diſputed, 

Be gone, and let him know I'll be obey'd. 
Cor. S'life ſhe'll out-wit me yet [A ſid.. 

Madam, I ſee this Niceneſs is not general, | 

— You can except ſome 2 2 

Gal. M t young Confident, depart, et your 
Maſter know he'll nd : better welcome from the fair — 
Curtezan, Silvianetta, where he has paſt the Night, and 
given his Vows. | 

Lau. Dearly devis'd, and I muſt take the hint. | 

8 1 Aſide ſmiling, 

Cor. He knows me ſure, and ſays all this to plague 
me. 4 ide. 
My Lord, my Maſter with a Curtezan ! he's but juſt now 
air iv'd. | ; 

Gal, A forward ſ- ing Boy this; and may 
do well in . — Des, him not ſaw his 
Maſter yefterday,——conversd with him. know 
him, he's my Friend; — twas he that parted hence but 
now,—he told me all his Paſſion for a Curtezan ſcarce half 


an hour ſince. 
Cor, So! 


— 


Lax, I do not doubt it, Oh how I love him for this 
ſeaſonable Lye: f FS 
 —Andcan you think I'll ſee a perjur d Man, {To Cor. 


Who gives my intereſt in him to another? 
Do I not help ye out moſt artfully ? Laughing to Gal. 
Cor. I ſee they are refoly'dto out-face me. 
Gal. Nay, vow'd to marry her. 
Lau, Heavens, to marry her! | 1 
Cor. To be conquer'd at my own Weapon to 
Lying! tis a hard cale,— _ _ [4þ4e 
Gal. Go Boy, you may be gone ; you bave your An- 
ſwer, Child, and may depar Come, Madam, let us 
leave him. | Cor. 


” 


* 
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C. Gone, no help! Death TI! quarrel with him. — 
nay fight bim, —damn him, rather than loſe him 
thus. Stay, Seignior. [Pulls him.] —You call me 


Boy but you may find your ſelf miſtaken, Sir, 


And know ve that about me may convince ye. 
. ewing his Sword. 

— has done ſome Execution. 

Gal. Prithee on whom, on what ſmall Village Curs? 
The barking of a Maſtiff wou'd unman thee.[Offers to go. 
Cor, Hold—follow me from the refuge of her Arms; 

As thou'rt a Man, 1 do conjure thee do't ; 

I hope he will, I'll venture beating for't. [Afide, 
Gal. Yes, my brisk little Raſcal I will—a— 8 
Lau. By all that's good you ſhall not ſtir from hence; 

ho, who waits ther tonio, Silvio, Gaſpero? ¶ Enter all.] 

— take that fierce Youth, and bear him from my fight. 
Cor. You ſhalt not need; s life theſe rough Rogues 

ar be too hard for me; I've one prevention left, —fare-. 

wel. | 
May'ft thou ſupply her with as feeble Art, 
As I ſhowd do, were I to play thy part, 
[Goes out with the reft.. 
Gal. He's gone, now let's redeem our bleſſed Minutes 


ſt. | [Go in. 
SCENE changes to the Street, — 
Piazo d*Hiſpagnia.. 
Enter Julio aloxe. 


Ful. Now by this breaking Dayr light I cowd rave: FE 
knew ſhe miſtook me laſt night, which made me fo e. ger 
to improve my lucky Minutes. Sure Gathard is not the 
Man, I long to know the Myſtery ;—bah—who's here? 
—Fillamour | | 
Enter Fillamour met by Marcella in Man' Clothes; they 
paſs by each other and juſtle. 
| Mar, I take it, you are he I look for, Sir. 
Fili. My name is Fillamour. 
Mar. Mine, Julio Sebaſtiano Moroſini. 


Jul. Hah my Name, by Heaven! [Afide.. 
L 


Fill. 1 doubt it nor, ſince in that lovely Face 
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I ſee the charming Inge: of Marcella, 4 n 


Jul. Hah !— 
Mar. You might, e'er Trayel ruffled me to Man. 2 


Il ſhou'd return thy Praiſe whilſt I tr! thee, 


But that I came not here to compliment raw - 
5 (Draws, 


Fill, Why, cauſe thou'rt like Marcella? 
- Mar. That were ſufficient reaſon for thy Hate, 


But mineꝰs becauſe thou haſt betray'd her 'bafely. 
she told me all the ſtory of her Love, 


How well you meant, how honeſtly you wore, 
And with a thouſand Tears im loy'd my Aid 
To break the C 3 ſhe was bord to make 
T' Octavio, and give her to your Arm: 
L. did, and brought you word of our Deſię ign, 
l need not tell ye what returns you made; 
Let it ſuffice, my Siſter was neglected, 
Neglected for a Curtezan, a Whore 
I watcht, and ſaw each Circumſtance of Falſhood:. 
ul. Damnation! what means this? 

Fill. I ſcorn to ſave my Life by Lyes or Flattries'; 7 
But credit me, the Viſit that I made © 
I'durſt have ſworn had been ta my Marcella; 


Her Face, her Eyes, her Beauty was the fame, 


Only the buſineſs of her Language differ'd, 
And undeceiy'd my hope. 

Mar. In vain thou think to flatter me to Faith. 

When thou'dſt my Siſter's Letter in thy hand, which ended 
that diſpute, 

Even then Iſaw with what regret you read i it 

What care you took to diſobey it too; 

The ſhivering Maid, half dead with fears and terrors of 
the Night, 

In vain expected a Relief from Love or thee, 

3 that Lmay return hex the glad news I have reveng'd . 

er. 

Jul. Hold, much miſtaken Vouth; tis I am Julio, 
thou Fillamour know'ſt my name, know'ſt 1 artivd but 
yeſterday at Rome, and heard the killing News of both my 
Siſters Flights, Marcella and Cornelia, —and thou art 


— Impaſture. [To Marcella. 
| | A ar > 
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Mar. "If this now ſhou'd be true, I were in a fine con- 

dition, — I de. 

Fill. Fled | Marcella fled! | 

Jul. *Twas ſhe I told thee yeſterday was loft; 

But why art thou concern'd ?——explain the Myſtery. 
Fill. 1 lov'd her more than Life; nay, even chan 
Heaven; 

And doſt thou "queſtion my concern for way 2 ? 

Say how, and why, and whither is fhe fl | 

Jul. Oh wou'd I knew, that I mi — her in her 

Lover's Arms; or if L found her i 7 reſtore her to 

Octavio. by 

Fill. To Octavio! and is my Friendſhip of lo little: 
worth, you cannot think I merit her? 

Jul. This is ſome trick between 'em; but 1 have 
ſworn moſt ſolemnly, have ſworn by Heaven and my 
Honour to reſign her, and I will do't or die — therefore 
declare quickly, declare where ſhe is, or I will leave thee 
dead upon the place. [To Marcella. 
— So, Death or Octavio, a pretty hopeful Choice 

is! 

Fill. Hold! by Heaven you all not touch a lingle 
bair, chus—will I guard the Secret in his boſom, 

[Puts himſelf between em, draw:. 

Jul. *Tis plain thou'ſt injur'd me,—and io my Honour 
ll ſacrifice my Friendſhip, follow me. [Ex.Jul, File. 

Enter Petro and Cornelia. 
Mar. Ah Petro, fly, fly, ſwift and reſcue him. 
Ex. Pet. with his Sword in his hand. 

Cor. Oh have I found thee, fit for my purpoſe too? 
Come, haſte along with me, — thou muſt preſent my 
Brother Julio inſtantly, or I am Joſt, and my Projects 
loſt, and my Man's loſt, and all*s loſt, 

Enter Petro. 
Pet. Victoria, Victoria, your Cayalier's the Conque? 
ror; the other wounded in his Sword-hand, was eaſily 
diſarmed. ; 

_ Mar, Then let's retire, if I am ſeen I'm loſt; — Petro, 

Ray here for the Cavalier, and conduct him to me to this 

houſe ; muſt be ſpeedy now, 


Cor. Remember this is Julio. Pointing to Marcella. 
8 Fo! 0 Pex, 
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Pet. I know your deſign, and warrant ye my part 

hah, Octavio: 1 Exit. 
Emor Octavio, Moroſini and Crapine, 

Oct. Now Cowardice, that everlaſting Infamy, dwell 
ever on my face, that Men may point me out 2 hated 
Lover that ſaw his Miſtreſs falſe, ſtood tamely by whilſt 
ſhe repeated Vows; nay, was ſo infamous, ſodully tame, 
to hear her ſwear her Hatred and Averſion, yet ſtill E 
calmly liſten'd ; tho my Sword were ready, and did not 
cut his throat for't. | 

Mor. I thought you'd ſaid you'd fought. TY 

Oct. Yes, 1 did rouze at laſt, and wak'd my Wrongs ;. 
But like an Aſs, a patient Fool of Honour, 

I gave him friendly notice I wou d kill him; 
And ſougbt like Prizers, not as angry Rivals. | 

Mor. Why that was handſome, —T love fair play; what 
wou'd you elſe have done? 8 

Oct. Have fall'n upon him like a ſudden Storm, (Enter 
Pet, and Fill.) quick unexpected in his height of Loye ;— 
ſee — ſee yonder; or I'm miſtaken by this glimmering 
Day, or that is Fillamour now entering at her door; tis. 
he, by my Revenge — What ſay you, Sir? 
k Aur. By th? Maſs F think twas he 
| [Enter Julio. 
Oct. Julie, I've caught the Wantons in their Toil, 
Ihave 'em faſt, thy Siſter and her Lover. [Embraces him. 

Jul. Eternal Shame light on me if they ſcape then. 
Oct. Follow me quick, whilſt we can get Admittance.. 

Jul. Where——here ? : 

Oct. Here, come all and ſee her Shame and my Re- 
eas Tr Ls | | | 

Jul. And are you not miſtaken in the Houſe ?- 

Oct. Miſtaken i I ſaw the Raviſher enter juſt now, thy 
Uncle ſaw it too; Oh my exceſſive Joy! come, if I lye— 
fay l'm a Dog, a Villain, [Exeunt as into the. Houſe, 


SCENE changes 20 a Chamber. Enter Sir 
Signal a litile groping. 1 
Sir Sig. There's no finding my way out. and now 


des Fear make me fancy this ſome inchanted Caſtle.— 
: Enter 


"ow 


bh. A. Ms - 
„ 


2 rr 
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| Enter Tick. liftening. 
Tick, Hah, an inchanted Caſtle! | 
Sir Sig. Belonging to a monſtrous Giant; who having 
ſpirited away the King of Tropicipopican's Daughter, keeps 
her here inclos'd, and that 1 a wandring Knight am by 
fickle Fortune ſent to her Deliverance. [Tick, liſtens. 
- Tick, How's that! ſpirited away the King of Tropicipo- 
pican's Daughter; bleſs me, what unlawful Wickedneſs 
is practis d in this Romiſh Heatheniſh Country! [ Aſide. 
Sir Sig. And yet the Devil of any Dwarf, Squire or 
Damſel have 1 met with yet, —wou'd 1 were cleanlily 
off this buſineſs. bab, Lights as I live, and People 


coming this way! ——bleſs me from the Giant ! Oh 


Falls on his Knees, 


Tick, 1'fear no Giants, having Juſtice on my Side; but 


Repuration makes me tender of my Perſon. Hah— 
what's this, a Curtain: I'll wind my felf in this, it may 
ſecure me, [Winds himſelf in a Window-Curtam.. 
Sir Sig. ——— They're entring, What ſhall I do? 

hah here's a Corner; defend me from a Chimney, 
(Creeps to the Corner of the Window, and feels. 
à ſpace between Tick Legs and the Corner; 
' creeps in, and flands up juſt behind Tickletext. 
Enter Gal. leading Laura; Sab. with Lights 
juſt after em; Jul. Oct. Mor. and Crap. 

Oct. Juſt in the happy Minute ! 


* 


Gal. I've ſworn by every God, by every Power divine, 


to marry thee, and ſave thee from the Tyranny of a forc'd 


Contrat.—Nay Gad, if I loſe a fine Wench for want 
of. Oaths this bout, the Devil's in me, | 
Oct. What think ye now, Sir? | | 

Jul. Damnation on her, ſet my Rage at Liberty, 
That I may kill *em both. Mor. holds him. 
* Mor. I ſee no cauſe for that, ſhe may be virtuous yet. 

Oct. Do ye think as ſuch to paſsher off on me, 
Or that TI! Vent the Infamy of your Family ? 


1 I ſcorn her now, but can revenge my Honour on a2 
Rival. 5 | 

| Mor, Nay then 1'll ſee fair Play, — turn and defend thy 
1 a Goes to Gal, who turns. 


Jul. 


| 


— 
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Jul. Whilſt 1 do Juſtice on the Prodi Arr 
' Defend me, tis the Woman that I love. 4 1 MW 
: He gaxes, ſhe. runs to 3 
Las, Oftavia 1” _ „Eee, 
| Ock. Laura. 2 ' my Siſter, perfidious 1 977 715 : 
= | [ Offers to kill her, 
Jul. Hold, * Siſter this ? that Siſter Im to marry. 
Tau. Is this then Julio? and do all the Powers e 
to make me wretchedꝰ? n 
Oct. May I be dumb for ever. g 
[Holds his Sword donun, and looks ſadly; Jul. holds 
Lau, by one hand, pleads with Oct, with the o- 
| ther. Enter Fillamour and Pet. 
Fil, =——Hab, Galliard ! in danger too. Braus 
fleps 0 em, Mor. puts between, 
ock. rig here ! how now, what's the matter 
Friend? {They talk whilſt enter Marcella and Cornelia. 
Cor. Hah, new Broils; ſure the. Devil's broke looſe to 
night. my Uncle as I live! 
Mor. pleads between Fil. and Octavio. 
Mar, And Octavio, where ſhall we fly for Safety? 
Cor, I'll even truſt to my Breeches, tis too late to re- 
treat ;=——&$'life. here be our Cavaliers too; nay then, 
- neer fear falling into the Enemies hands. 
Fil. I, I fled with Marcella “ had I been bleſt with ſo- 
much Love from her, I wou d have boaſted on on't ih ſace 
of ee 
Mor. La ye, Sir. 5 [To Oo. 
Fil. The lovely Maid I own 5 a Paſſion for; 
But by the Powers above ed Flame was ſacred, 
And wou'd no more have paſt the Bounds of Honour ag 
Or Hoſpitality, than I wou d baſely murder; and were ſhe. 
I wou'd ſrom all the World make her for ever mine. N 5 
AMor. Look ye, Sir, a plain caſe this. 
Gal. He tells ye ſimple truth, Sir. 
Oct. Was it = you this ſcarce paſt night 1 fought with 
here, in the Houſe by dark, juſt when you had e 
your Vows with her? 
Lau. Heavens! was it he? a = ide. 
Fil. This Minute was the firſt I ever Ss here. 
Jul. Twas I, Sir, was that une Lover, —and 
this the Lady. Lau. 


by 
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Zau. And muſt I yield at laſt? | Aide 
Oct. Wonders and Riddles! | 

Gal, And was this the Silvianetta, Sir, you told the 

Story of? (— | 5 _ lily. 

Jul. The ſame whom Inclination, Friends, and Deſtiny, 


_ conſpire to make me bleſt with. 


Gal. So many Diſappointments in one night wou'd 
make a Man turn honeſt in ſpite of Nature, n 
| [Sir Sig, peeps from behind, 


Sir Sig. Some Comfort yet, that I am not the only Fool 


defeated, | 

Oct. I'm fatisfy'd (To Fil.) but what cou'd move you, 
— * Gal.) to injure me, one of my Birth and Qua- 
ity! 
; . Faith, Sir, I never ſtand upon Ceremony when 
there's a Woman in the caſe,. - nor knew I *twas your 
Siſter: Or if 1 had, I ſhou'd ha*lik'd her neꝰ er the worſe 


for that, had ſhe been kind. 


Jul. It is my Buſineſs to account with him, 
And I am fatisfy'd he has not injur'd me, he is my Friend. 
Gal. That's frankly faid ; and uncompell'd, I ſwear 
ſhe's innocent. 3 | 
Oct. If you're convinc d, I too am fatisfy'd, 
And give her to you whilſt that Faith continues. 

lcsives him her. 

Lau. And muſt I, muſt I force my Heart to yield? 
And yet his generous Confidence obliges me. [ Aſide. 

Oct. And here I vow by all the ſacred Powers, 22 
that puniſh Perjury, never to ſet my Heart on faithlefs 
Woman ; —never to love nor marry; (Riſes) Travel 
{hall be my buſineſs thou my Heir. [To Julio. 

Sir Sig. So, poor ſou), I'll warrant he has been de- 
feated too. W , 

Mar. Marcella, Sir, will take ye at your Word. 

Fil. Marcella ! 4 | 

Mar. Who owns with Bluſhes Truths ſhou'd be con- 
ceal'd, but to prevent more Miſchief, —That I was yours, 
Sir, was againſt my Will, (ce Oct.) my Soul was Filla- 
mour's &er you claim'd a right in me; tho I never ſaw 
or held diſcourſe with him, but at an awful diſtance, —- 


nor knew he of my Flight. | 
NT 51 08s. 
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Ock. 1 do believe, and give thee back my Claim, I 
ſcorn the brutal part of Love ; the nobleſt Body, where 
the Heart is wanting, [They all talk aſide, Cornelia 
| EN | comes up to Galliard. a 

| Cor. Why how now, Cavalier, bow like a diſcarded 
j Favourite do you look now, who whilſt your Authority 
laſted, laid about ye, domineer'd, huft and bluſter' d, 
as if there had been no end on't : now a Man may ap- 
proach ye without terror Lou ſee the Meat's ſnatcht 
out of your Mouth, Sir, the Lady's diſpoſed on; whoſe 
Friends and Relations you were ſo well acquainted with. 
Gal, Peace Boy, I all be ang elſ!⸗·1 
Cor. Have you never a caſt Miſtreſs, that will take com- 
paſſion on you: Faith what think ye of the little Cure» 
zan now ? of +" RY 
Gal. As ill as er Idid; what's that to thee ? 

Cor. Much more than you're aware on, Sir and 
faith, to tell you Truth, 1'm no Servant to Count Julio, 
but een a little miſchievous Inftrument ſhe ſent hither to 
prevent your making love to Donna Laura 

Gal, Tis ſhe her felf.— how cou'd that Beauty hide it 
ſelf ſo long from being known ? (Aſide. Malicious 
little Dog in a Manger, that wou'd neither eat, nor ſuffer 
the Hungry to feed themſelves, what ſpireful Devil cou'd 
move thee to treat a Lover thus? but I am pretty well re- 
veng' d on ye. | 

Cor, On me! | | 

Gal, You think I did not know thoſe pretty Eyes, that 
| lovely Mouth I have ſo often kiſt in cold imagination. 
1 Cor. Softly, Tormentor. [They talk aſide. 
| Mar. In this diſguiſe we parted from Viterbo, attended 

only by Petro and Philippa: At Rome we took the Title 
and Habit of two Curtezans; both to ſhelter us from 
knowledge, and to oblige Fillamour to viſit us, which 
- webeliey'd he would in curiofuy; and yeſterday it ſo fell 

out as we deſired. 3 

Fill. Howe er my Eyes might be impoſed upon, you 
ſee my Heart was firm to its firſt Object; can you forget 
and pardon the miſtake? | , 

Jul. She ſhall, and with Octavio's and my Uncle's 
leave, —thus make your Title good.— [Gives her to — 
Ott. 
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OF, *Tis vain to ſtrive with Deſtiny, [Gives her. 
_ With all my heart, —but where's Cornelia all this 
Wie? 2 

Gal. Here's the fair Stragler, Sir. 

ö [ Leads her to Mor. he holds his Cane up at her. 

Mor. Why thou Baggage, thou wicked Contriver of Miſ- 
chief, what excufe had*ſt thou for running away? thou had'ſt 
no Lover, | 1 

Cor. Twas therefore, Sir, I went to find one; and 
if I am not miſtaken inthe mark, *tis this Cayalier I pitch 
upon for that uſe and purpoſe. 

Gal, Gad 1 _ for that. hope you'll ask my 
leave firſt, I'm finely drawn in i' faith Have I been 
dreaming all this night of the poſſeſſion of a new-gotten 
Miſtreſs, to wake and find my ſelf noos'd to a dull Wife 
in the morning? 

Fill, Thou talk'ſt like a Man that never knewthe Plea- 
| ſures thou deſpiſeſt; faith try it, Frank, and thou wilt 

hate thy paſt looſe way of living, | 

Cor. And to encourage a young Setter up, I do here 
promiſe to be the moſt Miſtrefs- like Wife, —You know, 
Seignior, I have learnt the trade, tho I had not ſtock to prac- 
tiſe; and will be as expenſiye, infolent, vain, extravagant 
and inconſtant, as if you only had the keeping part, and 
another the amorous Aſſignations. What think ye, Sir? 

Fill. Faith fhe pleads well, and ought to carry the Cauſe. 

Gal, She ſpeaks Reaſon, and I'm reſoly'd to truſt good 

Nature: Give me thy dear hand. 
| [They all join to give it him, he kiſſes it. 

Mor. And now ye are both ſped, pray give me leave 
to ask ye a civil queſtion; are you ſure you have been 
honeſt? if you have, I know not by what miracle you 
have liv'd, . 

Pet. Oh, Sir, as for that, I had a ſmall ſtock of Caſhin 
the hands of a couple of Engliſh Bankers, one Sir Signal 


* 
ir Sig, Sir Signal Buffoon, what a pox does be mean 
me trow ? | [ Peeping. 
Piet. And one Mr. Tickel:ext, 
Tick. How was that ? cerro my Name! . 
\ Peeps out, and both ſee each other; their Faces being cloſe 
together, one at one ſide the Curtain, and t other at other, 


ba!, 


4 
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Gal, and Fill. Ha, ha, ha, 
Sir Sig. And have I caught you i*faith, Mr. Governour? 


Nay ne'er put in your head for the matter, here's none 
but Friends, mun. | ; 

Gal, How now, what have we here? 
Sir Sig. Speak of the Devil, and he appears. 

[Pulls his Governour forward, 

Tick. 1 am undone, — but good Sir Signal, do not cry 
W hore firſt, as the old Proverb ſays. 
Sir Sig. And good Mr, Goyernour, as another old Pro- 
. ſays, do not let the Kettle call the Pot black · arſe?— 

Fill, How came you hither, Gentlemen 2? 

Sir Sig. Why faith, Sir, divining of a Wedding or two 


forward, I brought Mr, Chaplain to giye you a caſt of his 
Office, as the ſay ying is, 


| Fill. What, without Book, Mr. Tickletext ? 

Cor. How now, ſure you, miſtake, aſe, are two 
Lovers of mine. 

Sir Sig. How, Sir, your Lovers! we are none of 


thoſe, Sir, we are Engliſhmen. 


Gal. You miſtake, Sir Signal, this is Silvianetta.. 
Sir Sig. and Tick, How ! [ Aſide. 
Gal, Here's another Spark of your Ee Ada 
you know him ? | 
Tick, How Barberacho ! nay then all will om. 
Gal. Yes, and your Fencing and Civility- -Maſter, 
Sir Sig. Ay,— Why was it you that pickt our Pockets 
then, and cheated us? 
Gal. Moſt damnably, — but ſince was for the ſopply 
of two fair Ladies, all ſhall be reſtor'd again. 
Tick. Some comfort that. | 
Fill. Come, let's in and forgive all; etwas but one 
Night's Intrigue, in which al] were a little faulty, _ 
Sir Sig. And Governour, pray let me have no more 
Domineering and Uſurpation: but as we have hitherto 


been honeſt Brothers in Iniquity, ſo let's wink hereafter at 


each others Frailties; 


Since Love and Women eaſily betray Man, 
From the grave Gown-man to the buſy La man. 


I E PI- 


EPILOGUE, 
Fßoken by Mr. Smith. | 


O hard the times are, and ſo thin the Town, 

a) Tho but one Playhouſe, that muſt too lie down ot 

And when we fail, what will the Poets do? 

They live by us as we are kept by you : 
When we disband, they no more Plays will write, 

But make Lampoons, and libel ye in ſpite; 
Diſcover each falſe Heart that lies within, 
Nor Man nor Woman ſhall in private ſin ; | : 
The preciſe whoring Husband's haunts betray, | 
Which the demurer Lady to repay, 

In his own coin does the juſt debt defray, 8 
The brisk young Beauty link*d to Lands and Age, 
Stun the dull Property, and ſirokes the youthful Page ; 

And if the Stripling apprehend not ſoon, 

Turns him aſide, and takes the brawny Groom; 
Whilft the kind Man ſo true a Husband proves, 

To think, all's well done by the thing he loves ; 

Knows he's a Cuckold, yet content to hear 

Whateer Heaven ſends, or Horns or luſly Heir. 

Fops of all. ſorts he draws more artfully, 

Than ever on the Stage did Nokes or Leigh: | 
And Heaven be prais'd when theſe are ſcarce, each Bro- 

O'th* Pen contrives to ſet on one another. (ther 

' Theſe are the effects of angry Poets Rage, E 
Driven from their Winter - Quarters on the Stage; 
And when we go, our Women vaniſh too, 
What will the well-fledg*d keeping Gallant do? 
And where but here can he expect to find 25 

A gay young Damſel manag d to his mind, 8 
Who ruins him, and yet ſeems wondrous kind? ö 
f One 
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One inſolent and falſe, and what is worſe, 
Governs his Heart, and manages his Purſe ; 
Makes him uuhate er ſhe'd . 
Spends his Eſtate, then learns him how to live: 7 
I hope theſe weighty Conſiderations will 
Move ge to keep us altogether ſtill; 
To treat us equal to our great Deſert, | by 
And pay your Tributes with a franker Heart; 8 
V not, th n. Hs will am, and * part. 


8 — 


1 The End of the Second Volume. 
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